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GREEK ἸΑΜΒΙΟΣ AND TROCHAICS 


WHICH HAVE OBTAINED 


THE PORSON PRIZE. 


2 PRIZE POEMS. (1817. 


SHAKSPEARE. 


Siemans 


HENRY IV. Part Il. Acr 38. Sc. 1. 


O Step, O gentle Sleep, 
Nature’s soft nurse, how have I frighted thee, 
That thou no more wilt weigh my eyelids down, 
And steep my senses in forgetfulness ? 
Why rather, Sleep, ly’st thou in smoky cribs, 
Upon uneasy pallets stretching thee, 
And hush’d with buzzing night-flies to thy slumber; 
Than in the perfum’d chambers of the great, 
Under the canopies of costly state, 
And lull’d with sounds of sweetest melody ? 
O thou dull god, why ly’st thou with the vile, 
In loathsome beds; and leav’st the kingly couch, 
A watch-case, or a common larum-bell ? 
Wilt thou, upon the high and giddy mast, 
Seal up the ship-boy’s eyes, and rock his brains 
In cradle of the rude imperious surge ; 


And in the visitation of the winds, 


1817.] PORSON PRIZE. 3 


IDEM GRACE REDDITUM. 


‘ REX HENRICUS SOMNUM ALLOQUITUR. 


Ὦ GIAON Ὕπσπνου θέλγητρον, ὃς βροτῶν δέμας 
μαλακῶς ἀτάλλεις, πῶς ποτ᾽ ἐκφοβῶν σ᾽ ἐμῆς 
εὐνῆς ἀπήλασ᾽ ; οὐ γὰρ ἡδέως ἔτι 
βλέφαρα βαρύνεις, οὐδ᾽, ἀναψύχων πόνου, 
τέγγεις φρένας μοι νηδύμῳ λήθῃ κακῶν. 5 
τί σ᾽, ἐν στέγαισι πολυκάπνοισι κείμενον, 
γυχίᾳ, βοῶντες ὀξὺ, κοιμίζουσ᾽ ἐπὶ 
κώνωπες, ἐν δὲ στιβάσιν ἀστρωτοῖς πεσὼν 
φιλεῖς καθεύδειν μᾶλλον, ἢ ᾽ν θυώδεσι 
θαλάμοις τυράννων, πολυτελῶν σκηνῶν ὕπο, 10 
θελγομένος ὕμνων ὄμμαθ᾽ ἡδίστῳ μέλει ; 
φεῦ! σκαιὸν λέγω σε θεὸν, ὃς αὐχμωδοῦς ἔχει 
στρωμνῆς πενήτων, τὸν δὲ βασιλικὸν λέχος 
ἔχοντ᾽ ἄῦπνον ἐκλέλοιπας, ὡς ὅταν 
κώδων᾽ ἐν ἄστει πάνννχος τηρῇ φύλαξ' 15 
τί δ᾽; οὐκ ἐφ᾽ ὑψηλῷ τε καὶ δυσεμβάτῳ 
ἱστῷ, ᾿πέδησας βλέφαρα παιδὶ ναυβάτῃ, 
ὥς τ᾽ ἐν λίκνῳ, κνώσσοντ᾽ ἐδίνησας, βρέφος, 
αὐτῇ κλύδωνος ἁλμυροῦ τρικυμίᾳ; 
καὶ ταῦθ᾽, ὅτ᾽ ἄνεμος, ἀγρίᾳ μιχθεὶς art, 20 
v. 18. ἐδίνησα----- : 
“Os hapiva, dlvace σάκος μέγα" τοὺς δ᾽ ἔλαβ᾽ ὕπνος." 
Theocr. Idyll. 24. 
B2 
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Who take the ruffian billows by the top, 

Curling their monstrous heads, and hanging them 
With deaf’ning clamours in the slippery clouds, 
That, with the hurly, death itself awakes? 

Canst thou, O partial Sleep! give thy repose 

To the wet sea-boy in an hour so rude, 

And, in the calmest and most stillest night, 
With all appliances and means to boot, 

Deny it to a king? 


£1818. 
HENRY VIII. Acr 3. Sc. 2. 


_ WOLSEY. 


CrRoMWELL, I did not think to shed a tear 

In all my miseries; but thou hast forc’d me, 

Out of thy honest truth, to play the woman. 

Let’s dry our eyes: and thus far hear me, Cromwell ! 
And—when I am forgotten, as I shall be, 

And sleep in dull cold marble, where no mention 
Of me more must be heard of—say, I taught thee— 
Say, Wolsey—that once trod the ways of glory, 
And sounded all the depths and shoals of honour— 


1817.] PORSON PRIZE. 5 


A ’ 4 , 
κυρτῶν λαβών που κυμάτων πελωρίας 
2 A 3 9 e nA 324 “ 
ἐπηὴρε κορυφὰς, ἐν δ᾽ ὑγραῖσιν αἰθέρος 
γεφέλαισιν ἐστήριξε, φρικῶδες βρέμων, 
ὥστ᾽ αὐτὸν Αἴδην ἐξεγείρεσθαι κτύπῳ; 
οὔκουν πέφυκας ἄδικος, ὃς σὰ δῶρ᾽, Ὕπνε, 25 

/ 9 3 [2 ’ U4 , 

τοίᾳδ᾽ ἐν ὥρᾳ, διαβρόχῳ ναύτῃ νέμεις, 
Χ 9 Ψ ’ Ἁ ’ 3 wv 
ἄνακτι δ᾽, ὅσπερ ξύμμαχον τὴν νύκτ᾽ ἔχει, 
σιγήν τε, YO, τι κῶμ᾽ ἄγειν κατ᾽ ὀμμάτων 
φιλεῖ μάλιστα, ταὐτὰ δωρεῖσθαι φθονεῖς ; 


1818.] 
VOLSEUS CROMUELLO. 


KPOMYEAA’, ἐγὼ μὲν οὐκ ἔφην ἀπ᾽ ὀμμάτων 
δάκρυα βαλεῖν ποτ᾽, οὐδ᾽ ἐν ἐσχάτῳ κακοῦ" 
τὸ σὸν δ᾽ ἀληθές μ᾽, οἵ τε γενναῖοι λόγου, 
᾽νίκησαν, ὥστε πρὸς γυναικεῖον τρέπειν. 
viv οὖν τὰ δάκρυ᾽ ἐξομόρξωμεν' σὺ δὲ, 5 
Κρομύελλε φίλτατ᾽, ἐς τόσονδ᾽ ἄκουέ pov: 
ὅταν δὲ λήθης, ὥστε τεύξομαι, τύχω," 
κρυφθῶ δ᾽ ἐν ὑγροῖς ἠδ᾽ ἀναισθήτοις λίθοις, 
iy’ οὐ λόγος τις, οὐδ᾽ ἐμοῦ μνήμη ποτὲ 
ἔσται τολουπὸν' δή τότ᾽ ἐν φίλοις λόγους 10 
τοίουσδε λέξεις: Ταῦτ᾽ ἐμοὶ παρήνεσε 
Βολσεῖος, αὐτὸς πολυπλάνου τιμῆς ποτὲ 
ὁδοὺς ἐπελθὼν, τό, τε κλέους δυσχείμερον 
kip ἐκπεράσας, κἀξερευνήσας μυχούς" 
ν. 28. θελγομένων ἄξει κῶμα κατὰ βλεφάρων. 


Plato, apud Brunck. Anthol. tom. i. p. 171. 
v. 8. ὑγρὰν χέρα pro frigida. Eur. Phen. 1453. 
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Found thee a way, out of his wreck, to rise in; 

A sure and safe one, though thy master miss’d it. 
Mark but my fall, and that that ruin’d me. 
Cromwell, I charge thee, fling away ambition ! 

By that sin fell the angels. How can man, then, 
(Though th’ image of his Maker) hope to win by ’t ? 
Love thyself last: cherish those hearts that hate thee ; 
Corruption wins not more than honesty. 

Still in thy right hand carry gentle peace, 

To silence envious tongues. Be just, and fear not. 
Let all the ends thou aim’st at be thy country’s, 
Thy God’s, and truth’s: then if thou fall’st, O Cromwell, | 
Thou fall’st a blessed martyr. Serve the king ; 
And 


There take an inventory of all I have, 


Pr’ythee, lead me in: 


To the last penny; ’tis the king’s: my robe, 

And my integrity to heaven, is all 

I dare now call my own. O Cromwell, Cromwell, 
Had I but serv’d my God with half the zeal 

I serv’d my king, He would not in mine age 


Have left me naked to mine enemies! 


1818.1 PORSON PRIZE. 7 


_ bs, αὐτὸς αὑτῷ γαῖαν οὐχ εὑρὼν, ὅμως 15 
τοῖς ols πάροιθε συμβαλὼν vavaryloss, 

ἔμουγ᾽ ἔδειξεν ἀσφαλῆ τύχης ὁδόν.---- 

καὶ τοῦδε πρῶτον συμφορὰν, δι’ ὧν τ᾽ ἔφυ, 
σκοπεῖν λέγω, στυγεῖν δὲ φιλοτίμους τρόπους" 
οὗτοι γὰρ, οὐδὲν ἄλλο, δαιμόνας θρόνων 20 
τοὺς πρόσθεν ἐξέστησαν, οὐρανοῦ γένος" 

πῶς οὖν ποτ᾽ ἄνθρωπός γε, καὶ Θεοῦ περ ὧν 
εἴκασμα, τῶνδ᾽ ὄναιτ᾽ ἄν; ὕστερον δ᾽ ἀεὶ 

τίμα φίλων σεαυτόν' ἢν δ᾽ ἐχθρός τις ἦ, 
ἐσθλοῖσιν ἀντάμευψον" οὐ γὰρ ἄργυρος 25 
φίλους ποιήσει τῆς ἀληθείας πλέον. 

ἀεὶ δὲ χειρὶ πρόὀσφερ᾽ ἡσύχους τρόπους, 

ὅπως ἀλύξεις τὸν κακόγλωσσον φθόνον. 

δεινῶν δὲ μηδὲν ἐντρέπου, δίκαιος ὦν. 

ὅσ᾽ ἀν ποιῇς δὲ, πάνθ᾽ ὑπὲρ πάτρας ποίει, 30 
Θεοῦ τ᾽, ἀληθοῦς τ᾽" ἣν δ᾽ dp’ ἐκ τούτων πέσης, 
Θεῷ τ᾽ ἀρεστὸς καὶ βροτοῖς ἁγνὸς θανεῖ. 

βασιλεῖ δ᾽ ἄμυνον.----νῦὃν δέ μ᾽ εἰς δόμους aye 
καὶ τήνδε δέλτον χειρὸς ἐξ ἐμῆς AdBe 

ἔχει δὲ τἀμὰ χρήματ᾽ ἐγγεγραμμένα' 35 
βασιλεῖ δ' ἐγὼ ταῦθ᾽, οὗπερ ἐξεδεξάμην, 

εἰς τοὐλάχιστον, ἐπυγράφω. μόνον δέ μοι 
πάρεστιν ἱεροῦ τοῦδε περιβολὴ πέπλου, 

4 τ᾽ εὐσεβὴς φρήν' τἄλλα δ᾽ οὐκ ὄτ᾽ ἔστι μοι. 
φεῦ: Κρομύελλε φίλτατ᾽, εἰ γὰρ, ἣν ἐμῷ χάριν 40 
βασιλεῖ ποτ᾽ εἶχον, τήνδε καὶ σμικρὸν μέρος 
Θεῷ προσεθέμην' οὐ γὰρ ἐν γήρᾳ ποτ᾽ ἂν 
γυμνόν μὲ ἀφῆκε τοῖς ἐμοῖς ἐναντίοις. 
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CORIOLANUS. Act 5. Sc. 3. 


—— Tuov know’st, great Son, 
The end of war’s uncertain: but this certain, 
That if thou conquer Rome, the benefit, 
Which thou shalt thereby reap, is such a name, 
Whose repetition will be dogg’d with curses ; 
Whose chronicle thus writ—“‘ The man was noble, 
But with his last attempt he wiped it out; 
Destroy’d his country ; and his name remains, 
To the ensuing age, abhorr’d.” Speak to me, Son! 
Thou hast affected the fine strains of honour, 
To imitate the graces of the gods ; 
To tear with thunder the wide cheeks ο᾽ the air, 
And yet to charge thy sulphur with a bolt 
‘That should but rive an oak. Why dost not speak ? 
Think’st thou it honourable for a noble man 
Still to remember wrongs !—Daughter, speak you: 
He cares not for your weeping.—Speak thou, boy ; 
Perhaps thy childishness will move him more 
Than can our reasons.—There is no man in the world 


More bound to his mother ; yet here he lets me prate, 


1819. | PORSON PRIZE. 


Ὦ KAEINON ἀμὸν σπέρμα, γιγνώσκεις ὅτι 
Ἄρεος ἄδηλον νεῖκος, of προβήσεται" 

ὃν δ᾽ οὐκ ἄδηλον, οἷον ἐκ νίκης θερος 
μέλλεις ἀμήσειν, πατρίδος ἐκπορθουμένης. 
ὧν ἄντι, τὴν σὴν κλῃδὸν᾽ ἔχθισται κύνες 
Ἀραὶ μέτεισι' καί σε τις γράφων λόγους 
τοιούσδε ῥίψει---Τὴν φύσιν μὲν εὐγενῆ . 
παρεῖχεν ἃ νὴρ, τοῦτο δ᾽ ἐξηλείψατο 
ἔργων τελευτῇ, πατρίδ᾽ ἀϊστώσας δορί: 
αἰσχρὸν δὲ μέμνει καὶ μεθύστερον κλέος.--- 


πρόσειπέ μ᾽, ὦ παῖ μή μ᾽ ἀτιμάσῃς, τέκνον. 


καίτοι σὺ σεμνῆς τοὺς ὑπερκόπους τρόπους 
ἀρετῆς ἐπασκῶν, τὴν θεῶν ἁβρὰν γχλιδὴν, 
κεδνήν τ᾽ ἐμίμου, θνητὸς ὧν, αὐθαδίαν, 

ὡς ἀγρίαις εὐρεῖαν αἰθέρος γνάθον 

βρονταῖς σπαράξων, οὐδὲν ἄλλο πλὴν δρυὸς 
ῥήξων κεραυνῷ μετρίως ᾧπλισμένῳ. 

τέκνον, τί σιγᾷς; apa γενναίῳ τρέφειν 
ὀργὴν προσήκει τῶν κακῶς εἰργασμένων ; 
σὺ S—ov γὰρ αὐτῷ δακρύων οὐδὲν μέλει--- 
νῦν, ὦ τάλαινα θύγατερ, ἀντ᾽ ἐμοῦ φράσον' 
ξύνειπε καὶ σὺ, πατρὸς ἱκέτευσον, βρέφος" 


ἀσύνετα συνετῶν μᾶλλον ἂν πίθοι of ἴσως. 


καὶ μὴν, φέρ᾽ εἰπὲ, μητρὶ τὶς μείξω χάριν 
βροτῶν ὀφείλει; κάτα πῶς λαλεῖν μ᾽ ἐᾷς 
BO 


15 


20 


25 
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Like one i’ the stocks. Thou hast never in thy life 
Shew’d thy dear mother any courtesy ; 

When she, (poor hen!) fond of no second brood, 
Has cluck’d thee to the wars, and safely home, 
Loaden with honour. Say my request ’s unjust, 
And spurn me back. But, if it be not so, 

Thou art not honest; and the gods will plague thee, 
That thou restrain’st from me the duty which 

To a mother’s part belongs. He turns away: 


Down, ladies! let us shame him with our knees! 


1819.] PORSON PRIZE. 11 


μάτην τάδ᾽, ὥς tw ἐν ξυλῷ καθήμενον ; 

ποῦ τῇ τεκούσῃ μοῖραν, ἣν ἔδει, νέμων 

χάριτος ἔδειξας ; ἥδ᾽ ὑπόπτερον φίλη 

ὀρνὶς νεοσσὸν, δευτέρου γόνου πόθον 

ἀφεῖσα, κλάγγῃ πόλλακις μὲν εἰς μαχὰς 80 
προὔπεμψε, πολλάκις δέ σ᾽ εἰς δόμους πάλιν 
viens ἔχοντ᾽ ἐσῆγε. πάντιμον γέρας. 

πρὸς ταῦτά μ᾽, εἰ σύγ᾽ ἄδικα λίσσεσθαί μ᾽ ἐρεῖς, 
λάκτιζε, φείδον μηδέν: εἰ δέ γ᾽ ἔνδικα, 

εἴρξεις δὲ τιμῆς τῆς προσηκούσης ἐμὲ, 35 
τῶν μητρὸς, οἶμαι, καταφρονῶν, κακός T ἔσει, 
τίσιν τε μεγαλὴν οὔτι μὴ φύγῃς θεῶν. 

ἁνὴρ ὅδ᾽, ὡς ἔοικεν, ἔμπάλιν στρέφειν" 

φίλαι γύναικες, προσπίτνειν ἤδη δοκεῖ. 

ἱκετῶν γ᾽ ὁμαίμων κάρτ᾽ ἂν αἰδοῖτ᾽ ἂν γονύ. 40 


v. 26. Atticis erat τὸ ξύλον pone genus. Aristoph. Eq. 
οἷόν σε δήσω τῷ ξυλῷ. 
v. 28. Eurip. Iph. Aul, δείξεις δὲ ποῦ μοι πατρὸς ἐκ ταὐτοῦ γεγώς; 
v. 806. A’schyl. Eumen. κλαγγαίνεις 0 ὅπως 
ὀρνὶς νεόσσων οὔποτ᾽ ἐκλιπὼν φόβον. 
v. 38. Soph. Trachin. 
ἀνὴρ ὅδ᾽, os ἔοικεν, οὐ νέμειν ἐμοὶ 
φθίνοντι μοῖραν. 


et Aischyl. Perse. 
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MACBETH. Act 1. Sc. 7. 


Macb. We will proceed no further in this business. 
He hath honour’d me of late; and I have bought 
Golden opinions from all sorts of people, 

Which would be worn now in their newest gloss, 
Not cast aside so soon. 

Lady M. Was the hope drunk 
Wherein you dress’d yourself? hath it slept since? 
And wakes it now, to look so green and pale 
At what it did so freely? From this time, 
Such I account thy love. Art thou afear’d 
To be the same in thine own act and valour, 
As thou art in desire? Would’st thou have that 
Which thou esteem’st the ornament of life, 
And live a coward in thine own esteem ; 
Letting “1 dare not” wait upon “I would,” 
Like the poor cat i’ the adage? 

Macb. | Pr’ythee, peace! 
I dare do all that may become a man! 


Who dares do more, is none. 

Lady M. What beast was it, then, 
That made you break this enterprise to me ?— 
When you durst do it, then you were a man; 

And, to be more than what you were, you would 
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MAKBHOOS. YYNH. 


MA. Οὐπλέον προβησόμεσθα πράγματος τούτου, γύναι" 
Κεῖνος ἀρτίως μ᾽ ἐτίμασ'- ἠδ᾽ ἔγωγ᾽ ἁπάντοθεν 
χρυσέαν τιν᾽ ἠμπόληκα δόξαν, ἣν ἀσκεῖν πρέπει 
γῦν, ἕως τὸ σχῆμα λαμπρὸν, μήδ᾽ ἔτ᾽ ἀνθοῦσαν νέον 
εὐθέως οὕτω πρόεσθαι. 

rr. Μῶν κάτοινος ἦν ἄρα 5 
ἐλπὶς ἣν τότ᾽ ἀμφεβάλλου; Ka’ ὕπνῳ κοιμωμένη, 
τοῦ θράσους ἀπαλλαγεῖσα, νῦν ἄρ᾽ ἐξεγείρεται, 
κἀπὶ τοῖς πρόσθεν τοσαύτης μετ᾽ ἀρετῆς εἰργασμένοις 
ὠχρότητ' ἤμειψε χροιᾶς ; τοῖον οὖν πεφύκεναι 
σέθεν ἔγωγ᾽ ἔρωτα κρίνω. Πρὸς θεῶν, οὔκουν φοβεῖ 
δεικνύναι σαντὸν μὲν οἷος ἦσθ᾽ ἀεὶ προθυμίᾳ, 
τοῖον εἰς ἔργων ἅμιλλαν ; ἄρα τῶνδ᾽ ἐφίεσαι 
ἂν βίῳ κάλλιστα κρίνεις ; εἶθ᾽ ὑποπτήξας κάθῃ, 
φανερὸς οὕτως ἐξελέγχθεις δειλὸς ὡς εἴης φύσιν, 
αἰὲν ὃς γ᾽ ἐᾷς ὅπεσθαι τῷ ποθεῖν τὸ δεδιέναι, 15 
ὡς ὕδωρ γαλῆ φοβεῖται, καίπερ ἐπιθυμοῦσ᾽ ἄγρας ; 

ΜΑ. Ἔα' [ἐγὼ--- 
πάνθ᾽ ὅσ᾽ ἀνδρὶ δρᾶν προσήκει, πρῶτος ἂν τολμῴμ᾽ 
ὃς πέρα τούτων προβαίνει, θήρ τις, οὐκ ἀνὴρ ἔφυ. 

ΓΥ. Ἦ ror ἣν τι θηρίωδες ἄρα κἂν cavrov φρεσὶν, 
εὖτε μετέδωκας τὸ πρῶτον τῶνδε μοι κοινωνίαν ; 20 
οὐμένουν' ἀνὴρ τότ᾽ Haba, τῶνδ᾽ ὅτ᾽ οὐκ εἴχεν σ᾽ ὄκνος" 
κεὶ τετολμηκώς τι μεῖζον ἦσθα, θηρὸς ἂν φύσιν 


v. 3. πένητα ναίειν, δόξαν ἠμποληκότα. Eur. 
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Be so much more the man. Nor time, nor place, 
Did then adhere, and yet you would make both: 
They have made themselves, and that their fitness now 
Does unmake you. I have given suck, and know 
How tender ’tis to love the babe that milks me: 

I would, while it was smiling in my face, 

Have pluck’d my nipple from his boneless gums, 
And dash’d the brains out, had I so sworn, as you 
Have done to this. 


Macb. If we should fail— 


Lady M. We fail! 
But screw your courage to the sticking-place, 
And we’ll not fail. When Duncan is asleep, 
(Whereto the rather shall his day’s hard journey 
Soundly invite him,) his two chamberlains 
Will I with wine and wassel so convince, 
That memory, the warder of the brain, 
Shall be a fume, and the receipt of reason 
A limbeck only. When in swinish sleep 
Their drenched natures lie, as in a death, 
What cannot you and I perform upon 
The unguarded Duncan? what not put upon 
His spungy officers? who shall bear the guilt 
Of our great quell. 

Macb. Bring forth men-children only! 
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οὐδαμῶς ἔχων ἔδειξας, ἀλλ᾽ ἔτ᾽ ἀνδρείας πλέον. 

καὶ γὰρ οὐ τόπος τότ᾽ οὐδὲν, οὔτε καιρὸς, ὠφέλει" 
ἀλλὰ μὴν ὅμως ἔμελλες κἂν βίᾳ προσαρμόσαι. 25 
ἣν ἰδοὺ καὶ σοὶ πάρεισιν---τοῦτο δ᾽ αὖ τὸ ξύμφορον 
νῦν σὲ μὲν τίθησ᾽ ἄνανδρον, καὶ σθένος λύει τὸ πρίν. 
τέκν᾽ ἐγὼ ποτ᾽ ἐξέθρεψα, καὶ παθοῦσ᾽ ἐπίσταμαι 
ἀμφὶ παῖδ᾽ ἕλκοντα μαστὸν ὡς ἔρως ἔστιν γλυκύς" 
ἀλλ᾽ ἔγωγ᾽, ἕως ἔκειτο προσγελῶν μ᾽ ἐν ἀγκάλαις, 
νηπίον τίτθην ὅμως ἂν ἐκ στόματος ἀπέσπασα, 

κεἰς πέδον ῥίψασ᾽, ἔφυρον οὖδας αὐθέντῃ φόνῳ--- 
εἴπερ ὧδ᾽ ὅρκοις μεγέστοις, ὡς σὺ νῦν, ἐδησάμην. 

MA. Μή νυν ἐκ τούτων σφαλῶμευν---- 

ΓῪ. μὴ σφαλῶμεν, ἐκφοβεῖ; 
σύγε μόνον ψυχὴν ἐπαίρειν ἐστ᾽ ἂν ἐμπέδως ἔχῃ, 35 
κοὐ σφαλησόμεσθ᾽- ὕπνῳ γὰρ ὁ βασιλεὺς ὅταν κλιθῇ, 
(ἐμπεσεῖν γὰρ εἰκός ἐστιν ὑπὸ μακρᾶς ὁδοῦ βαθὺν) 
ὧδ᾽ ἐγὼ μέθῃ ταράξω διπτύχων ὀπαόνων 
νοῦν, ἵν᾽ ἡ μνήμη, πάροιθεν ἥτις ἣν φρενῶν φύλαξ, 
αἰθέρος δίκην ἄφαντος ἢ σκιᾶς οἰχήσεται" 40 
καὐτὸ τῆς ψυχῆς μέλαθρον, ἄγγος ws τετρημένον, 
μηδὲν ἂν σώζειν δύνατο" κἄθ᾽ ὅταν χοίρων δίκην 
κείμενοι τύχωσ᾽, ἐπ᾽ οὖδας θανασίμοι πεπτωκότες--- ἡ 
ποῖον ὄσθ᾽ ὃ μὴ δυναίμεθ᾽ ἔργμα λυμαντήριον 
κεῖνον ἂν δράσαι κλιθέντα ; ποῖα μὴ καθύβρισαι 45 
προσπόλους βρεχθέντας ; οἷσιν αἰτία προσθήσεται 
τῆσδε γε φθορᾶς μεγίστης. 

ΜΑ. Παῖδας ἄρσενας μόνον, 


v. 29. ἧς πρῶτα μαστὸν εἵλκυσα. Eur. Pheeniss. 
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For thy undaunted mettle should compose 
Nothing but males. Will it not be receiv’d, 
When we have mark’d with blood those sleepy two 
Of his own chamber, and used their very daggers, 
That they have done ’t? 
Lady M. Who dares receive it other? 
As we shall make our griefs and clamour roar 
Upon his death. 
Macb. I am settled, and bend up 
Each corporal agent to this terrible feat. 
Away! and mock the time with fairest show: 
False face must hide what the false heart doth know. 


Seance nero 


(1821. 
OTHELLO. Act 1. Sc. 2. 


Oth. Ann, till she come, as truly as to Heaven 
I do confess the vices of my blood, 
So justly to your grave ears [ll present 
How I did thrive in this fair lady’s love, 
And she in mine. 

Duke. Say it, Othello. 

Oth. Her father loved me; oft invited me; 
Still question’d me the story of my life, 
From year to year; the battles, sieges, fortunes, 
That I have pass’d. 
I ran it through, even from my boyish days, 
To the very moment that he bade me tell it: 
Wherein I spoke of most disastrous chances, 
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ὦ γύναι, τέκοις" μόνους γὰρ σῶν ἀνικήτων φρενῶν 
βλαστάνειν ἄνδρας προσήκει. πιθαγὸν οὐ φανήσεται, 
ἢν φόνου κηλῖσιν ἐχθραῖς προσπόλους λωβώμενοι 50 
κειμένους χραίνωμεν, αὐτῶν φασγάνοις κεχρήμενοι, 
ὡς ἄρ᾽ οἱ δράσαντες οὗτοι; 

ΓῪ. Πῶς τις οὖν ἄλλως κρινεῖ; 
εὖ γὰρ ἀμφ᾽ αὐτοῦ θανόντος σεμνὸν ὀλολυγμὸν θροεῖν 
εἰσόμεσθ'. 

ΜΑ. Ἄραρε τοὐμὸν, ἠδ᾽ ἅπας ὁπλίζομαι 
δυσσεβῆ τόνδ᾽ εἰς ἀγῶνα---καιρὸς οὖν----τί μέλλομεν ; 
viv ἵν᾽ ἔξωθεν λάθωμεν σχήματ᾽ εὐπρεπεστάτῳφ---- 
κρνυπτέον ψευδεῖ προσώπῳ φρὴν ἅπερ ψευδὴς πλέκει. 


1821.] 
O@EAAQN. ΤΑΓῸΣ ΕΝΕΤΩΝ. 


ΟΘ. ‘EN τῷδε δ᾽, ὥσπερ καὶ θεοῖς ἀεὶ λέγω 
ὅσ᾽, ἱμέρου πλάναισιν, ἐξαμαρτάνω, 
οὕτω τὰ τοῦδ᾽ ἔρωτος, ὡς κόρῃ T ἐμοῦ 
ἐμοί τ᾽ ἐκείνης ἦλθε, πάνθ᾽ ὑμῖν φράσω. 
ΤΑΙ. μάλιστ᾽, Ὄθελλον, εἰπὲ ταῦθ᾽ ὅπως ἔχει. 5 
ΟΘ. ἐμοὶ πατὴρ ὁ τῆσδ᾽ ἐτύγχανέν φιλος 
γεγώς: καλεῖ δὲ πολλάκις πρὸς δώματα, 
καὶ τοῦ βίον με ξυμφορὰς ἀνιστορεῖ, 
μάχας θ᾽, ὅσων μετέσχον, ἀστέων τ᾽ ἀεὶ 
χρήξων ἀκούειν δυσμενεῖς προσεδρίας. 10 
ἅπαντα δ᾽ αὐτῷ τὸν λόγον διέρχομαι, 
κἀκ παιδὸς, ὡς ἦν, μέχρι τῆς τόθ᾽ ἡμέρας. 
ἐνταῦθα δ᾽ ηὔδων τλημονεστάτας τύχας, 
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Of moving accidents, by flood, and field ; 

Of hair-breadth scapes i’ the imminent deadly breach ; 
Of being taken by the insolent foe, 

And sold to slavery; of my redemption thence, 

And portance in my travel’s history: 

Wherein of antres vast, and deserts idle, 

Rough quarries,rocks, and hills whose heads touch heaven, 
It was my hint to speak, such was the process; 
And of the cannibals that each other eat, 

The Anthropophagi, and men whose heads 

Do grow beneath their shoulders. These things to hear, 
Would Desdemona seriously incline: 

But still the house-affairs would draw her thence; 
Which ever as she could with haste despatch, 

She’d come again, and with a greedy ear 

Devour up my discourse: which I observing, 

Took once a pliant hour; and found good means 
To draw from her a prayer of earnest heart, 

That I would all my pilgrimage dilate, 

Whereof by parcels she had something heard, 


But not intentively. I did consent; 

And often did beguile her of her tears, 

When I did speak of some distressful stroke, 
That my youth suffer’d. My story being done, 


She gave me for my pains a world of sighs: 


She swore, “ In faith, ’twas strange, ’twas passing strange! 
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καὶ πήματ᾽ οἰκτρὰ, ναυσὶ κἀπὶ γῆς πέδου" 
χὥπως ἐπ’ ἄτης ἐσχάτοισι σώζξομαι 
ὅροισι, τειχέων θανασίμοις ἐν εἰσβολαῖς" 
χὥπως ὑπ᾽ ἀνδρῶν πολεμίων ἁλίσκομαιυ, 
βίον τ᾽ ἔχω δούλειον' εἶτ᾽ ἐλεύθερος 
πολλὴν θάλασσαν γὴν τ᾽ ἐποίχομαι πλάνης. 
κἀνταῦθ᾽, (ὁρᾶτε μηχανὰς) λέγειν παρῆν 
μέγιστά τ᾽ ἄντρα, κἀβάτους ἐρημίας, 
κρημγοὺς, πέτρας τε, κἀξισούμεν᾽ οὐρανῷ 
ὀρέων κάρηνα' καὶ τὸν ὠμηστὴν λεὼν, 
Ἀνθρωποφάγους, δώπτοντας ἀλλήλων κρέα, 
καὶ τοὺς ὑπ᾽ ὦμοις τὸν πελώριον βροτοὺς 
κρᾶτ᾽ αὐξάνοντας. ταῦτ᾽ ἄρ᾽ ἐξηγουμένου 
κάρτ᾽ ἦν πρόθυμος Δεσδεμώνη μον κλύειν" 
οὐ μὴν τά γ᾽ οἴκου τῶνδε λιμπάνει χάριν, 
ἀεὶ δὲ, πορσύνασα κεῖν᾽ ὅσον τάχος, 


πάλιν στραφεῖσ᾽ ἄπληστον ovs παρεῖχέ μοι. 


ἁγὼ νοήσας, καιρίαν αὐτήν ποτε 

λαβὼν, πόρον τίν᾽ εὗρον ἅψασθαι φρενῶν, 
σ 4 4 UA 9 3 “ 7 
ὥστ᾽ ἐκ προθύμου καρδίας μ᾽ αἰτεῖν κόρην 
,. 2 A n 9 A , 

τέλειον εἰπεῖν τῆς ἐμῆς πλάνης λόγον, 

ἧς ἦν ἐκείνη βραχέα μὲν πεπυσμένη, 

ἀλλ᾽ οὐκ ἀκριβῶς γ᾽, ὥσθ᾽ ἅπασαν εἰδέναι. 
κἀγὼ μὲν οὖν ἐπήνεσ᾽, ἡ δὲ πολλάκις 
τέγγει κλύουσα δακρύοις παρηΐδα, 

ἐμοῦ τι σημαίνοντος ὧν νέος πότ᾽ ὧν 

9 , , > ε 3 4 
ἐδυστύχησα. πάντα δ᾽ ὡς εἰρημέν᾽ ἦν, 

μισθὸν δίδωσε μυρία στενάγματα" 

ὡς ταῦτ᾽ ἀληθῶς, φήσι, θαύματος πλέα, 


19 


15 


20 


25 


30 


35 


40 
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Ὕναβ pitiful, *twas wondrous pitiful !” 

She wish’d she had not heard it; yet she wish’d 
That Heaven had made her such a man: she thank’d me ; 
And bade me, if I had a friend that lov’d her, 

I should but teach him how to tell my story, 

And that would woo her. Upon this hint, I spake: 
She lov’d me for the dangers I had pass’d ; 

And I lov’d her, that she did pity them. 

This only is the witchcraft I have used— 

Here comes the lady: let her witness it. 


(1822. 
JULIUS CHSAR. Act 4. Sc. 3. 


Cas. Comes, Antony, and young Octavius, come! 
Revenge yourselves alone on Cassius, 
For Cassius is aweary of the world; 
Hated by one he loves; brav’d by his brother ; 
Check’d like a bondman; all his faults observ’d, 
Set in a note-book, learn’d, and conn’d by rote, 
To cast into my teeth. O! I could weep 
My spirit from mine eyes!...There is my dagger, 
And here my naked breast; within, a heart 
Dearer than Plutus’ mine, richer than gold: 
If that thou be’st a Roman, take it forth; 
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ὡς δ᾽ οἴκτρ᾽ ἔλεξας, καὶ ποθείν᾽ ὀδύρμασιν. 
καὶ μὴν πεπύσθαι μηδὲν ηὔχετ᾽, ἀλλ᾽ ὅμως 
ἴσον λαβεῖν θεῶν ηὔχετ᾽ ἄνδρα" καὶ χάριν 
τῶνδ᾽ ἔσχεν' εἶπε δ᾽, εἴτιν᾽ οἷδά πον φίλον 
αὑτῆς ἐρῶντα, τόνδ᾽, ἅπερ κἀγὼ, λέγειν 
πάντ᾽ ἐκδιδάξαι, τἄλλα δ᾽ ἦν πεπεισμένα. 
πρὸς ταῦτα, τἄμ᾽ ἐξεῖπον' ἠράσθη δέ πως 
ἐμοῦ μὲν αὕτη, τῶνδ᾽ ἕκατι συμφορῶν, 50 
κείνης δ᾽ ἀνὴρ ὅδ᾽, οἶκτον ὡς εἶδον φρενῶν, 
τοιοῖσδ᾽ ὄγωγε φαρμάκοις ἐχρησάμην' 

αὐτὴ δ᾽ ἐλέγξουσ᾽ ἦδε ταῦτ᾽ ἐγγὺς γυνή. 


ΒΡΟΥ͂ΤΟΣ. ΚΑΣΣΙΟΣ. 


ΝΥ͂Ν δὴ φέρ᾽ ἔλθ᾽, Ἀντώνι᾽, ἐλθὲ δ᾽, εὔχομαι, 
νεανία μοι δεῦρ᾽, ἄναξ ᾿Οκτάβιε, 

ὑμεῖς μόνον τίσασθε Κάσσιον δίκην" 

ὄλωλε γὰρ δὴ Κασσίῳ χάρις βέίου' 

ὃν πρῶτα μὲν στυγοῦσιν οἱ φιλούμενοι, 
τολμᾷ δ᾽ ἀδελφὸς, ὅσπερ ἦν, καθυβρίσαι" 
δοῦλον δ᾽ ὅπως μ᾽ εἴργουσι, τὰς δ᾽ ἁμαρτίας 
δέλτου φυλάσσουσ᾽ ἐν πτυχαῖς γεγραμμένας, 
ὥστ᾽ εὖ μαθόντες τἄμ᾽ ὀνειδίζειν κακὰ. 

qv ἂν δυναίμην δάκρυσι τήνδ᾽ an’ ὀμμάτων 10 
ψυχὴν ἀφεῖναι" καὶ τὸ μὲν ξίφος τόδε, 
τάδ᾽ αὖ τὰ γυμνὰ στέρνα' καρδία δ᾽ ἔνι, 
Πλούτου μετάλλων φιλτέρα χρυσοῦ τέ poe 
ταύτην, ἄγ᾽, εἰ Ῥωμαῖος εἶ σύ, μ᾽ ἐξέλου" 
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I, that deny’d thee gold, will give my heart: 

Strike, as thou didst at Cesar! for, I know, 

When thou didst hate him worst, thou lov’dst him better 

Than ever thou lov’dst Cassius. 

Bru. Sheathe your dagger : 
Be angry when you will, it shall have scope; 

Do what you will, dishonour shall be humour. 

O Cassius! you are yoked with a lamb 

That carries anger, as the flint bears fire; 

Who, much enforced, shcws a hasty spark, 

And straight is cold again. 

Cas. Hath Cassius lived 
To be but mirth and laughter to his Brutus, 

When grief, and blood ill-temper’d, vexeth him? 
Bru. When I spoke that, I was ill-temper’d too. 
Cas. Do you confess so much? Give me your hand! 
Bru. And my heart too. 

Cas. O Brutus!.... 

Bru. What’s the matter? 

Cas. Have you not love enough to bear with me, 
When that rash humour, which my mother gave me, 
Makes me forgetful ? 

Bru. Yes, Cassius; and, henceforth, 
When you are over-earnest with your Brutus, 

He’ll think your mother chides, and leave you 80. 
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δώσω, φθονήσας χρημάτων, τοὐμὸν κέαρ. 15 
mai, ὡς πάροιθε Kaloap* εὖ 8 ἐπίσταμαι, 
κεῖνον, μάλιστα καίπερ ἐχθαίρων, ὅμως 
μᾶλλον τότ᾽ ἐφίλεις, ἢ σὺ Κάσσιόν ποτε. 

ΒΡ. Κολεῶν ἔσωθεν φάσγανον μέθες πάλιν" ᾿ 
θυμοῦ δ᾽, ὅταν περ καὶ θέλῃς" ἔξεστί σοι" 20 
πᾶν TARO ὕβριν σὴν εἰς τὸ λῆμ᾽ ἀνοίσομεν. 
ὦ Κάσσι᾽ ἀρνὶ δή τινε ξυνεζξύγης, 
ὀργὰς φέροντι, πῦρ ὅπως θραυστὴ πέτρα, 
ἣ, πόλλ᾽ ἀναγκασθεῖσα, πρὸς βίαν βραχὺν 
σπινθῆρ᾽ ἀφῆκε, Kat’ ἀνεψύχθη πάλιν. 25 

KAS. dp’ εἰς τόδ᾽ ἥκει Κάσσιος, Βρούτῳ φίλῳ 
ἅπας γενέσθαι παῖγμα καὶ γέλως, ὅταν 
λύπαι νιν ἐξαίρωσι, καὶ θυμὸς βαρύς; 

ΒΡ. λέγων ἐκεῖνα καὐτὸς ἦν ἐγὼ βαρύς. 

ΚΑΣ. ξύμφῃς τόδ᾽; οὔκουν δεξιὰν δώσεις χέρα; 30 

ΒΡ. καὶ καρδίαν 4’. 

ΚΑΣ. ὦ Βροῦτε. 

ΒΡ. πῆ λέγεις τόδε; 

ΚΑΣ. dp’ οὐ φιλεῖς τοσόνδε μ᾽, ὥστε καρτερεῖν, 
εἴ μ᾽’ ἡ θρασεῖα, τὴν ἔχω μητρὸς πάρα, 
φύσις τίθησι τῶν καλῶν ἀμνήμονα; 

ΒΡ, μάλισθ᾽, ὅταν δ᾽ οὖν γλῶσσ᾽ ὑπέρπικρος σέθεν 
εἰς Βροῦτον ἦ τὰ λουπὰ, ταῦθ᾽ ἡγούμενος 
σὴν μητέρ᾽, οὐ σὲ, κερτομεῖν, ἀνέξομαι. 
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HENRY ΥΠΙ. Act. 5. Sc. 4. 


Tuts Royal Infant, (Heaven still move about her!) 
Though in her cradle, yet now promises 

Upon this land a thousand thousand blessings, 
Which time shall bring to ripeness: She shall be 
(But few now living can behold that goodness) 

A pattern to all princes living with her, 

And all that shall succeed: Sheba was never 

More covetous of wisdom, and fair virtue, 

Than this pure soul shall be: all princely graces, 
That mould up such a mighty piece as this is, 
With all the virtues that attend the good, 

Shall still be doubled on her: Truth shall nurse her, 
Holy and heavenly thoughts still counsel her: 

She shall be lov’d, and fear’d: her own shall bless her ; 
Her foes shake like a field of beaten corn, 

And hang their heads with sorrow: Good grows with her: 
In her days, every man shall eat in safety, 

Under his own vine, what he plants; and sing 
The merry songs of peace to all his neighbours: 
God shall be truly known; and those about her 
From her shall read the perfect ways of honour, 
And by those claim their greatness, not by blood. 
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Taiz ἥδε βασιλὶς, ἵλεων ὄχοι θεόν, 
ἐν σπαργάνοις περ, εὔχετας ταύτῃ χθονὶ 
δότειρ᾽ ἔσεσθαι μυρίων εὐπραξίων, 
at ξὺν χρόνῳ λάμψουσιν. ἐκφανίισεται, 
παύροι δὲ τῶν νῦν τοῦτ᾽ ἐπόψονται βροτῶν, 
τοῖς τηνικαῦτα τοῖς τ᾽ ἔπειτα κοιράνοις 
κλεινόν TL παράδευγμ" οὐ γὰρ ἦν Σάβῃ πάλαι 
σοφῆς προνοίας κἀρετῆς τοσόσδ᾽ ἔρως 
ὅσος ποτ᾽ ἔσται τῇδε' πάνθ᾽ ἃ κοιράνῳ, 
καὶ πάνθ᾽ ἃ σεμνῇ παρθένῳ πρέποντ᾽ ἔφυ, 10 
καὶ πάνθ᾽ ὅσ᾽ ἔστιν ἐν βροτοῖς ἐσθλοῖς καλὰ, 
ἐν τῇδ᾽ ἔνεσται, καὶ διπλῶς φανήσεται. 
ἀεί νιν ἁλήθεια παιδεύσει φίλως, 
εὖ νουθετήσει κέδν᾽ ἀεὶ φρονήματα. 
ἄνδρων ἔρωτα τεύξεται, δέος θ᾽ ἅμα: 
ὑπηκόοις γὰρ φιλτάτη γενήσεται, 
φρίξουσι δ᾽ ἐχθροὶ, γηγενὴς ὥσπερ στάχυς, 
ὑπ᾽ ἀλγέων νεύοντες εἰς πέδον κάρα. 
ἅπαν τὸ χρηστὸν τῇδε σύμφυτον πέλει. 
ἐπὶ τῆσδε, πᾶς τις, ἥμενος παρ᾽ ἄμπελον, 20 
καρπώσεται γῆς δῶρα, δαῖτ᾽ αὐτόσπορον, 
φιλοῖς ξυνάδων τερπνὸν εἰρήνης νόμον. 
τὸ Θεῖον ὀρθῶς ἐν βροτοῖς γνωσθήσεται. . 
οἱ δ' ἀμφὶ ταύτην ἐκμαθήσονται σαφῶς, 
ταύτην βλέποντες, παντελῆ τιμῆς ὁδὸν, 
Epywy ἀγαυῶν μᾶλλον ἢ γένους «χάριν 
κάλον θέλοντες στέφανον εὐκλείας ὄχοιν. 
C 
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Nor shall this peace sleep with her: but, as when 

The bird of wonder dies, the maiden phenix, 

Her ashes new create another heir, 

As great in admiration as herself: 

So shall she leave her blessedness to one 

(When Heaven shall call her from this cloud of darkness) 
Who, from the sacred ashes of her honour, 

Shall, star-like, rise as great in fame as she was, 

And so stand fix’d. 


1824. 
MERCHANT OF VENICE. Acr 4. Sc. 1. 


PORTIA. ANTONIO. SHYLOCK. 


Por. OF a strange nature is the suit you follow ; 
Yet in such rule, that the Venetian law 
Cannot impugn you, as you do proceed.— 
You stand within his danger, do you not? (to Ant.) 
Ant. Aye, so he says. 


Por. Do you confess the bond ? 
Ant. I do. 
Por. Then must the Jew be merciful. 


Shy. On what compulsion must I? Tell me that. 
Por. The quality of mercy is not strain’d: 

It droppeth as the gentle dew from heaven 

Upon the place beneath: it is twice bless’d ; 

It blesseth him that gives, and him that takes: 

"Tis mightiest in the mightiest: it becomes 

The throned monarch better than his crown: 

His sceptre shews the force of temporal power, 
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κοὺ ταῦτα ταύτῃ ξυνθανεῖν πεπρωμένα" 

ὡς δ᾽, ἤν ποτ᾽ ὄρνις ἡ περίκλυτος θάνῃ 

φοῖνιξ povotv—, ἐκ τέφρας ἀνίσταται 30 
véa τίς ὄρνις, TH πάροιθ᾽ ἴσον τέρας" 

οὕτω σκότους ἦδ᾽ ἐκλυθεῖσ᾽ ἀνθρωπίνου 

λείψει τόδ᾽ εὖχος ἀνδρὶ γενναίῳ τινι, 

ὃς τιμίου τῆσδ᾽ ἔκγονος σποδοῦ φανεὶς, 
λαμπρός Tis ἀστὴρ ὡς, ἴσον τιμώμενος, 

αἰῶνα τὸν πάντ᾽ ἔμπεδος σταθήσεται. 


1824.] 
ΠΟΡΤΙΑ. ΑΝΤΩΝΙΟΣ. ZYAQKOS. 
ΠΟΡ. ὙΠΈΡΦΥΑ tiv’ εἰσάγεις δίκην, γέρον, 
ἀλλ᾽ Evvopos γάρ ἐστιν, ἣν στείχεις, ὁδὸς, 
οὐ τῆσδέ σ᾽ οἷοί τ’ εἰργαθεῖν νόμοι πόλεως.---- 
σὺ τῷδ᾽ ὑπόδικος, ἔμπορ᾽, εἶ ; 
ANT. φησίν γ᾽ ὅδε. 
ΠΟΡ. καὶ ξυμβολαῖα ταῦτα συμβαλεῖν λέγεις ; 
ANT. λέγω: ξυνέβαλον, οὐδ᾽ ἀπαρνοῦμαι τὸ μή. 
ΠΟΡ. ἝἙβραῖε, σοὶ δ᾽ οὖν τόνδ᾽ ἐποικτείρειν πρέπον. 
SYA. τίς γάρ μ᾽ ἀνάγκη ; τοῦτό μοι σαφῶς φράσον. 
ΠΟΡ. οὐκ ἐξ ἀνάγκης οἶκτος, ἀλλ᾽ εὔφρων ἔφυ, 
στάξει δ᾽ ὅπως ἀπ᾽ οὐρανοῦ χλωρὰ δρόσος 10 
φίλῳ βρέχουσα τὴν ἔνερθ᾽ αἶαν πότῳ. 
δὶς δ᾽ ἐστὶ χρηστός" ἐξ ἴσον γὰρ ὠφελεῖ 
τὸν δόντα, τὸν λαβόντα θ᾽ ὑψίστοις δ᾽ ἀεὶ 
ὕψιστος ἐμπέφυκεν, εὐθρόνοις πλέον 
πρέπων μοναρχοῖς ἢ στέφος χρυσήλατον' 
σκῆπτρον μὲν ἀρχῆς μαρτυρεῖ θνητοῦ κράτη, 
c2 
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The attribute to awe and majesty, 

Wherein doth sit the dread and fear of kings: 
But mercy is above this sceptred sway ; 

It is enthroned in the hearts of kings ; 

It is an attribute to God himself; 

And earthly power doth then shew likest God’s, 
When mercy seasons justice. Therefore, Jew, 
Though justice be thy plea, consider this,— 
That in the course of justice, none of us 

Should see salvation: we do pray for mercy, 
And that same prayer doth teach us all to render 
The deeds of mercy. I have spoke thus much, 
To mitigate the justice of thy plea; 

Which if thou follow, this strict court of Venice 


Must needs give sentence ’gainst the merchant here. 


Shy. My deeds upon my head! [I crave the law, 
The penalty and forfeit of my bond. 
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τιμῇ Evvedpos παντελεῖ + ἐξουσίᾳ, 
ἐν αἷς ἀνάκτων ἔμφοβον κεῖται σέβας" 


29 


οἶκτος δὲ κρείσσων τῆσδ᾽ ἔφυ σκηπτουχίας, 


ἐν γὰρ τυράννων καρδίαις ἔχει θρόνον, 
καὐτῷ ξύνεδρός ἐστιν ἐξ ἀρχῆς Oecd 
καὶ τηνικαῦτα πάντα τἀν θνητοῖς κράτη 
μάλισθ᾽ ὁμοῖα γίγνεται Θείῳ κράτει, 
ὅταν ξὺν οἴκτῳ πλεῖστα συγκράθῃ δίκη. 
σὺ δ᾽ οὖν, λέγων περ ὄνδικ᾽, εὖ τόδ᾽ ἐννόει, 
ὅθ᾽ οὕνεκ᾽ οὐδεὶς ξὺν δίκῃ σωθήσεται, 
ὅσονπερ εἰσορῶμεν ἥλιον βροτοί' 

ὅτ᾽ οὖν τὸ Θεῖον ἐν λιταῖς αἰτούμεθα 
νέμειν βροτοῖσιν οἶκτον, αἷδ᾽ ἡμᾶς λιταὶ 
πάντως διδάσκουσ᾽ οἶκτον ἀλληλοῖς νέμειν. 
κἀγὼ, προφωνῶν ταῦτα, βούλομαι λόγων 
τῶν σῶν, ‘EBpaie, τοὔνδικον παρηγορεῖν' 
οἷς ἢν ἐπίσπῃ, τήνδε τὴν σεμνὴν ἕδραν 
ψῆφον δικαίαν χρὴ κατ᾽ ἐμπόρου φέρειν. 
εἰς κρᾶτ᾽ ἐμαυτῷ τἄργα τἀμαυτοῦ πέσοι' 
οὗ γὰρ νόμος δίδωσιν αἰτοῦμαι τυχεῖν, 
τῶν ξυμβολαίων ἐνδίκου τιμήματος. 


20 


90 
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KING JOHN. Act. 4. Sc. 2. 
KING JOHN. HUBERT. 


John. How oft the sight of means to do ill deeds, 
Makes deeds ill done! MHadest not thou been by, 
A fellow by the hand of nature mark’d, 

Quoted, and sign’d, to do a deed of shame, 
This murder had not come into my mind: 
But, taking note of thy abhorr’d aspect, 
Finding thee fit for bloody villany, 

Apt, liable, to be employ’d in danger, 

I faintly broke with thee of Arthur’s death ; 
And thou, to be endeared to a king, 

Made it no conscience to destroy a prince. 

Hub. My lord, 

John. Hadst thou but shook thy head, or made a pause, 
When I spake darkly what I purposed ; 


Or turn’d an eye of doubt upon my face, 

As bid me tell my tale in express words; 

Deep shame had struck me dumb, made me break off, 
And those thy fears might have wrought fears in me: 
But thou didst understand me by my signs, 

And didst in signs again parley with sin; 

Yea, without stop, didst let thy heart consent, 

And, consequently, thy rude hand to act 


1825.] 


TQAN. 


OTB. 
TQAN. 
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IOQANNHS TYPANNOS. OYBEPTOX. 
QE καιρὸς ἔργων ἡνίκ᾽ ἂν παρῇ κακῶν 
πείθει τὰ πλεῖστα ῥᾳδίως Kak’ ἔργα δρᾷν' 
ἐμοῦ γὰρ εἰ μὴ πλησίος παρῆσθα σὺ, 
οὗπερ χαρακτὴρ ἐμπέφυκε σώματι, 
σαφές τε σῆμ’, ὅ σ᾽ ἐξέδειξεν εὐτρεπῆ 
τολμᾷν ἃ τοῖς τολμῶσιν αἰσχύνην φέρει, 
οὐκ εἰς ἐμὴν φρέν᾽ οὗτος ἦλθεν ἂν φόνος" 
τὸ σὸν δ᾽ ἀπεχθὲς ὄμμα τηρήσας ἐγὼ, 
ἰδών σ᾽ ἄριστον αἵματος ξυνεργάτην, 
καὶ παμπόνηρον, ἔν τε κινδύνοις θρασὺν, 10 
λόγοισι κρυπτοῖς εὐλαβῶς ἡἠνιξάμην, 
πειρώμενός σον, παιδὸς Ἀρθούρου φόνον" 
καὶ προσφιλῆ σὺ τὸν τυραννεύοντ᾽ ἔχειν 
θέλων, ἀνεῖλες παῖδ᾽ ἑκὼν τυραννικόν. 
Ὦ δέσποτ᾽--- 


Ei γὰρ εἰσάπαξ τὸ σὸν κάρα 
ἔσεισας, ἢ τότ᾽ ἠπόρησας, ἡνίκα 

ἃ δρᾷν ἔμελλον εἶπον, ἀλλ᾽ οὐκ ἐμφανῶς, 
ἢ πρός μ᾽ ἔτεινας ὄμμαθ᾽, ὡς ἀμηχανῶν, 
κἄμ᾽ ἠξίωσας ἃ ἔλεγον σαφῶς λέγειν, 
ἄφθογγος εὐθὺς ἣν ἂν αἰσχύνης ὕπο, 20 
ἀφεὶς τὰ τῶν πρὶν φροντίδων βουλεύματα, 
τὸ σόν τε δεῖμα δεῖμ᾽ ἐμοὶ παρεῖχεν ἄν. 
σὺ δ᾽ εὖ ξυνῆκας τἀμὰ, νευμάτων δία, 

δι᾿’ ὧν σὸν αὖθις ἐξεσήμηνας λόγον" 

ἢ μὴν ἀτρέστῳ καρδίᾳ ξυνήνεσας, 

κἄπειτ᾽ ἔπραξας ἀγρίᾳ πρόφρων χερὶ, 
τοὔργον τόδ᾽, οὗπερ τοὔνομ᾽ ἐξειπεῖν μόνον 


32 PRIZE POEMS. [1825. 


The deed, which both our tongues held vile to name.— 

Out of my sight, and never see me more! 

My nobles leave me; and my state is brav’d, 

Even at my gates, with ranks of foreign powers; 

Nay, in the body of this fleshly land, 

This kingdom, this confine of blood and breath, 

Hostility and civil tumult reigns 

Between my conscience and my cousin’s death. 
Hub. Arm you against your other enemies: 

- T’'ll make a peace between your soul and you. 

Young Arthur is alive: this hand of mine 

Is yet a maiden and an innocent hand, 

Not painted with the crimson spots of blood. 

Within this bosom never enter’d yet 

The dreadful motion of a murd’rous thought, 

And you have slander’d Nature in my form; 

Which, howsoever rude exteriorly, 

Is yet the cover of a fairer mind 

Than to be butcher of an innocent child. 


[1826. 
KING JOHN. Acr3. 8c.3. , ς 
ar i | , 


KING JOHN. HUBERT. 


John. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 
We owe thee much: within this wall of flesh 
There is a soul counts thee her creditor, 
And with advantage means to pay thy love: 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
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ἐμή τε γλῶσσα, σή θ᾽ ὁμῶς, ἡσχύνετο. 
ἔῤῥ᾽, αἰσχροποιὲ, μηδὰ προσβλέψῃς μ᾽ ἔτει' 
πρόμων λέλειμμαι, τῇ πόλει τ᾽’ ἐπεγγελᾷ, 30 
πύλαις ἐν αὐταῖς, πολέμια στρατεύματα" 
καὶ μὴν ἐν αὐτῇ σαρκὶ τοῦδε σώματος, 
ἔντοσθε. τούτων αἵματός τε καὶ πνοῆς 
ὅρων, ταράσσει πάντ᾽ Ἄρης ἐμφύλιος, 
ἐμοῦ μεταξὺ ξυγγενοῦς τ᾽ ἀλαστόρων. 

OTB. Ἄλλοισειν ἐχθροῖς ἀνθοπλίζεσθαι χρεὼν, 
ἔστω δὲ σὺν σοὶ σαῖσιν εἰρήνη φρεσίν' 
ὁ παῖς ὅτι ζῇ" παρθένος γὰρ ἥδε χεὶρ 
ἔτ᾽ ἐστὶν, οὐδὲν, ὧν λέγεις, πράξασά πω, 
οὐδ᾽ ἡμάτωται φοινίοις σταλάγμασιν' 40 
ἥ τ᾽ αἰσχρόμητις θανασίμων βουλευμάτων 
ὁρμὴ κέαρ τόδ' οὐδαμῶς ὑπῆλθεν, οὔ. 
σὺ δ᾽ ἠδίκηκας, τῷδ᾽ ἐν ἀνδρὶ, τὴν φύσιν, 
ὃς ἀγριωπός εἶμι, τὴν ὄξω φνὴν, 
τρέφω 8 ἔσωθεν ἡμερωτέραν φρέν᾽ ἢ 
ὠμαῖσι χερσὶ παῖδα νήπιον κτανεῖν. 


1826.] 

BAZSIAEYS. OYBEPTO2. 

BAS. ΔΕΥΡ᾽ ἔλθὲ, δεῦρ᾽, Οὕὔβερτε, γενναῖον Kapa: 
ὀφείλομέν σοι, φίλτατ᾽, οὐ σμικρὸν χρέος, 
ψυχὴ δὲ τῆσδε σαρκὸς ἐν περιπτυχαῖς 
ἔνεστιν, ἥτις ons ὑπ᾽ εὐνοίας πάλαι 
ξύνοιδεν εὖ παθοῦσα, καὶ μέλλει ποτε 
εὖ σ᾽ ἀντιδρῶσα δὶς τόσην θέσθαι χάριν. 
κοὺ σῶν ποθ᾽ ὅρκων ὧν ἑκὼν κατώμοσας 

οὔ 
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Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 
Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say,— 
But I will fit it with some better time. 
By heaven, Hubert, I am almost ashamed 
To say what good respect I have of thee. 

Hub. I am much bounden to your majesty. 

John. Good friend, thou hast no cause to say so yet: 
But thou shalt have; and creep time ne’er so slow, 
Yet it shall come, for me to do thee good. 
I had a thing to say ;—but let it go: 
The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleasures of the world, 
Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 
To give me audience. If the midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound One unto the drowsy race of night; 
If this same were a churchyard where we stand, 
And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs ; 
Or if that surly spirit, melancholy, 
Had baked thy blood, and made it heavy, thick, 
Which, else, runs tickling up and down the veins, 
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men’s eyes, 
And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, 


A passion hateful to my purposes ; 
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OTB. 
BA. 


μνήμη τέθνηκε, φίλτατ᾽, ἐν δέλτοις δ᾽ ἐμῶν 
φρενῶν ἐσαεὶ ζῶσιν, εὖ γεγραμμένοι. 

ἄγ᾽ οὖν, πρότεινε δεξίαν ἐμοὶ χέρα. 10 
ἦν μέν τι λέξων' ἀλλὰ ταῦτ᾽ ἀμείνονι 

καιρῷ προσάψας ἐξερῶ" σχεδόν τι γὰρ 

αἰδὼς ἀπείργει μ᾽, οὐρανὸν μαρτύρομαι, 

εἰπεῖν ὅσην, Οὕὔβερτε, σοὶ τιμὴν νέμω. 

ἄναξ, ὀφείλω τῶνδέ σοι πολλὴν χάριν. 

οὔπω τόδ᾽, ὦ φίλ᾽, ἐνδίκως ἔχεις φράσαι, 
σάφ᾽ ἴσθι δ᾽, ἕξεις" κἂν βράδισθ᾽ ὅρπῃ χρόνος, 
ἥξει ποθ᾽, ἥξει καιρὸς εὖ δρᾶσαί σ᾽ ὅμως. 

ἣν μέν τι λέξων: ταῦτα δ᾽ οὖν προχαιρέτω" 
ἤδη γὰρ οὑπίσημος ἡλίου κύκλος 20 
φλέγει δι αἴθραν, ἡ χλιδῶσά θ᾽ ἡμέρα, 

κενῶν ἄγουσα τερψέων ὁμήγυριν, 

τρυφῶν τε πληρὴς κἀγλαϊσμάτων, ἔπη 
ἀποστυγεῖ τἄμ᾽" εἰ δέ μοι χαλκόστομος 
κώδων σιδηρόγλωσσον ἐκκλάξων ὅπα 

τοῦ νυκτίου δίαυλον ἀγγέλλοι δρόμου, 

εἰ χῶρος οὗτος, οὗ καθέσταμεν, τάφων 

εἴη Te χῶμα, καὶ παρασταίης σύ μοι 
κέντροισι δηχθεὶς μυρίων ὑβρισμάτων, 

εἰ δ᾽ ἡ μελαγχολῶσα δυσφιλὴς θεὸς 80 
σὸν αἷμ᾽ ἐπήγνυ, κἀτίθει νωθὲς, παχύ, 

ὃ νῦν ἄνω τε καὶ κάτω σκιρτῶν ἀεὶ 

κνίξει βροτείου σώματος διαῤῥοὰς, 

μῶρόν tT ἐς ἀνδρῶν ὄμματ᾽ ἐμβάλλει γέλων, 
χαύνοις τ᾽ ἐπαίρει χάρμασιν παρηΐδας, 
ἐνάντιόν τι τοῖς ἐμοῖς βουλεύμασιν' 


86 PRIZE POEMS. (1826. 


Or if that thou could’st see me without eyes, 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceit alone, 

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words; 
Then, in despite of brooded watchful day, 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts: 

But, ah, I will not:—yet I love thee well; 

And, by my troth, I think, thou lov’st me weil. 


KING JOHN. Act 3. Sc. 3.* 
KING JOHN. HUBERT. 


John. Come hither, Hubert. O my gentle Hubert, 
We owe thee much: within this wall of flesh 
There is a soul counts thee her creditor, 
And with advantage means to pay thy love: 
And, my good friend, thy voluntary oath 
Lives in this bosom, dearly cherished. 
Give me thy hand. I had a thing to say,— 
But I will fit it with some better time. 
By heaven, Hubert, I am almost ashamed 
To say what good respect 1 have of thee. 
Hub. I am much bounden to your majesty. 
John. Good friend, thou hast no cause to say so yet: 
But thou shalt have; and creep time ne’er so slow, 
* To these Iambics was adjudged the second Porson Prize in 


1826. The writer considers himself bound to state, that alterations 
have been made in them since the prizes were awarded. 
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εἰ δ᾽ αὖ δύναιό μ᾽ ὀμμάτων ἰδεῖν ἄνευ, 
πηγῆς τ᾽ ἀκοῦσαι τῆς ἀκονούσης ἄτερ, 
γλώσσης te χωρὶς ἀνταμείψασθαι πάλιν, 
ἔννοιαν ἀσκῶν, τυφλὸς ὧν, ὥτων δίχα, 40 
κακῶν ἄφωνος ῥημάτων, ἐγὼ τότ᾽ ἂν 

οὐδὲν προτιμῶν ἡμέρας κατασκοπὴν 

παντ᾽ ἂν φράσαιμι τἀμά σοι φρονήματα. 

viv δ᾽ οὐ φράσαιμ᾽ ἂν, ἀλλ᾽ ὅμως σ᾽ ἄγαν φιλῶ, 
καὶ δὴ δοκῶ σὲ πρσσφιλῶς ἔχειν ἐμοί. 


IQANNHZ. ΟΥ̓ΒΕΡΤΟΣ. 


DEP’ ἐλθὲ δεῦρ᾽, Οὕβερτε. πολλά σοι πάλαι 
τῆς εὐμενείας τῆς πρὶν ἀντοφείλομεν, 
ψυχὴ δὲ, φίλταθ᾽, ἣν τόδ᾽ ἀμπέχει δέμας, 
εὖ μὲν παθοῦσ'᾽ ἔξοιδεν, εἰς δ᾽ ὑπερβολὴν 
εὖ σ᾽ ἀντιδρῶσα τοῦτ᾽ ἀμείψεται χρέος" 
ὅρκων δὲ τῶν σῶν οὗς ἑκὼν ὀμώμοκας 
κεῖται παρ᾽ ἡμῖν ζῶσα κοὺ φρούδη χάρες. 
δὸς δὴ χερός μοι πίστιν.---ἔσθ᾽ ὅ σοι λέγειν 
ὄμελλον ἄρτι, φίλτατ᾽, ἀλλὰ κρείσσονι 
καιρῷ μεταῦθις ἐξερῶ προσαρμόσας. 10 
καίτοι σάφ᾽ ἴσθι τοῦτόγ᾽, αἰδοῦμαι λέγειν 
ὡς εὖ φρονῶ σοι καὶ τὸ σὸν στέργω κάρα. 

OY. ὥναξ, χάριν σοι δῆτα μυρίαν ἔχω. 

IQ. ἀλλ᾽ οὐδέν ἐστι νῦν μὲν ἀνθ᾽ ὅτου τόδε 
λέγειν σε χρῆν, ἔσται δὲ δευτέρῳ χρόνῳ, 


vy. 38. Vid. Soph. GEd. Tyr. 1386. 
v. 42. The introduction into this line of the word κατασκοπὴ has 
been suggested by Mr. Wordsworth’s translation. 
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Yet it shall come, for me to do thee good. 

I had a thing to say ;—but let it go: 

The sun is in the heaven, and the proud day, 
Attended with the pleasures of the world, 

Is all too wanton, and too full of gawds, 

To give me audience. If the midnight bell 
Did, with his iron tongue and brazen mouth, 
Sound One unto the drowsy race of night; 

If this same were a churchyard where we stand, 
And thou possessed with a thousand wrongs ; 
Or if that surly spirit, melancholy, 

Had baked thy blood, and made it heavy, thick, 
(Which, else, runs tickling up and down the veins, 
Making that idiot, laughter, keep men’s eyes, 
And strain their cheeks to idle merriment, 

A passion hateful to my purposes ;) 

Or if that thou could’st see me without eyes, 
Hear me without thine ears, and make reply 
Without a tongue, using conceit alone, 

Without eyes, ears, and harmful sound of words; 
Then, in despite of brooded watchful day, 

I would into thy bosom pour my thoughts: 

But, ah, I will not:—yet I love thee well; 
And, by my troth, I think, thou lov’st me well. 
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ἥξει yap ἧμαρ, κἂν τύχῃ βραδεῖ ποδὶ, 

ὅτῳ σαφῶς ἔργοισιν εὔνοιαν φανῶ. 

εἶεν. λόγον μέν σοί τιν᾽ ἤθελον λέγειν. 

καίτοι τὸ συγᾶν κρεῖσσον, ἐν γὰρ οὐρανῷ 

ἥλιος ἐλαύνει, καὶ χλιδαῖσιν ἡμέρα 20 
φλαυρῶν τε πλήθει τερψέων γαυρουμένη 

ἡμᾶς ἐπωπᾶ, καὶ τόδ᾽ οὐκ ἀνέξεται 

κλύουσα TovTros: εἰ δὲ νῦν χαλκόστομος 

ἔκλαζε κώδων νυκτὸς ἐν μέσῳ δρόμῳ, 

εἰ νεκρόδεγμον ἐνθάδ᾽ οὗπερ ἕσταμεν 

ἦν τυμβόχωστον ἕρκος, ἀναρίθμοις δέ συ 
κακοῖς ἔκαμνες ἔσχατ᾽ ἐσχάτων παθὼν, 

καί got μελάγχολός Tis ὠμόφρων κότος 
πεπηγὸς εἶχεν αἷμα καὶ παχνούμενον, 

ὃ ζεῖν τὰ πλεῖστ᾽ εἴωθε κἀν διαῤῥοαῖς 80 
πηδᾶν ἐλαφρῶς, κουφόνουν τ᾽ ἐν ὄμμασιν 
ἀνῆψε φαιδρότητα, καὶ διαστρόφους 

γέλωτι τείνει νηπίῳ παρηΐδας, 

ὃς τοῖσδε πλεῖστον οἷς ἔχω βουλεύμασιν 
ἐχθρὸς καθέστηκ᾽, εἴ σν χωρὶς ὀμμάτων 

ὁρᾶν κατήδης, τὴν δ᾽ ἐμὴν ὥτων ἄνευ 

αὐδὴν ἀκούειν, κἀξαμείβεσθαι πάλιν 

φωνὴν ἔχων ἄφθογγον, ἐννοίᾳ μόνῃ 

κλύων ἔμ᾽, εἰσορῶν τε, καὶ προσεννέπων, 

οὐ τἂν ἄυπνος ἡμέρας κατασκοπὴ, 40 
οὐδ᾽ ἡλίου τόδ᾽ ὄμμα μ᾽’ ἂν κατέσχεθεν 

τὸ μὴ οὐχ ἅπασάν σοι γεγωνίσκειν φρένα. 

νῦν δ᾽ οὐ λέγοιμ᾽ ἄν.---ἀλλ᾽ ὅμως φιλῶ σ᾽ ἐγὼ, 
Kap’, ὥσπερ οἶμαι, καὶ avy ἐξ ἴσου φιλεῖς. 
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AS YOU LIKE IT. Act 2. Sc. 3. 


ADAM. ORLANDO. 
Ad. Bot do not so: I have five hundred crowns, 
The thrifty hire I sav’d under your father, 
Which I did store, to be my foster-nurse, 
When service should in my old limbs lie lame, 
And unregarded age in corners thrown: 
Take that: and He that doth the ravens feed, 
Yea, providently caters for the sparrow, 


Be comfort to my age! Here is the gold: 
All this I give you. Let me be your servant: 
Though I look old, yet I am strong and lusty: 
For in my youth I never did apply 

Hot and rebellious liquors in my blood; 

Nor did not with unbashful forehead woo 

The means of weakness and debility ; 
Therefore my age is as a lusty winter, 

Frosty, but kindly. Let me go with you: 

Ill do the service of a younger man, 

In all your business and necessities. 

Or. O good old man: how well in thee appears 
The constant service of the antique world, 
When service sweat for duty, not for meed! 
Thou art not for the fashion of these times, 
Where none will sweat, but for promotion ; 
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AAAM. OPAANAOZ. 


AA. Ma δῆτα δράσῃς ταῦτά γ᾽ ---ἀργύρου πάλαι 


ΟΡ. 


σμικρόν τι θησαύρισμα φειδώλῳ βίῳ 
ἔσωσα, τοῦ σοῦ πατρὸς οἰκέτης γεγὼς, 
πολιαῖς τιθηνὸν τοῦθ᾽ ἑτοιμάσας, ἐπεὶ 
ἄρθροισι γῆρας χωλοποιὸν ἐμπέσοι, 

τὸ λαξπάτητον, κἀκποδὼν βεβλημένον. 
σύ νυν δέχου μοι τοῦτο, χὠ καθ᾽ ἡμέραν 
στρουθοῖσι καὶ κόραξε πορσύνων τροφὴν 
κἀμοὶ τροφεὺς γένοιτο τοὐντεῦθεν Biov. 
ἰδοὺ, τόδ᾽ ἐστι,---τοῦτό σοι δίδωμι πᾶν, 
ξύν σοι δ᾽ ἑκὼν ἑκόντι γ᾽ εἶμι πρόσπολος. 
γέρων μὲν εἰμ᾽ ἐς ὄψιν, ἰσχύω δ᾽ ὅμως, 
ὥρᾳ γὰρ ἀσκῶν ἐν νέᾳ τὸ σωφρονεῖν, 
οὐπώποθ᾽ ὑγιὲς αἷμα μαργώντων φλογὶ 
ποτῶν ἔφυρον, οὐδ᾽ ἀναισχύντως χλιδὰς 
θηρῶν νοσωδεῖς ἐξετηκόμην σθένος" 
τοιγὰρ τὸ τοῦδε γῆρας ὡς χειμών ποτε 
ἰσχυρὸς ἦλθε, ψυχρὸν, εὐμενὲς δ᾽ ὅμως. 
10, ἔα μ᾽ ὅπεσθαι, μηδὲ νοσφίσῃς σέθεν, 
ἴθ᾽, ἄντομαί σε.---Πάνθ᾽ ὅσ᾽ ἄν νεανίας 
δύναιτο, δράσω, σὴν χάριν πονούμενος. 

ὦ λῆμ᾽ ἄριστον, ὥς συ τοῖς πάλαι πρέπεις 
θνητοῖς βεβαιότητι γενναίᾳ φρενῶν, 

οὗ δεαπόταισι γνησίῳ προθυμίᾳ 
ἐκαρτέρουν κάμνοντες, οὐ κέρδους χάριν. 
γῦν δ᾽ ἐν βροτοῖσι τἄμπαλιν νομίξεται, 
κοὐδεὶς ἀμισθὶ τοῖς πέλας πονεῖν θέλει, 
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And having that, do choke their service up 
Even with the having: it is not so with thee. 
But, poor old man! thou prun’st a rotten tree, 
That cannot so much as a blossom yield, 
In leu of all thy pains and husbandry. 
But come thy ways! we'll go along together ; 
And ere we have thy youthful wages spent 
We'll light upon some settled low content. 

Ad. Master, go on; and I will follow thee, 
To the last gasp, with truth and loyalty. 


1828. 
TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. Act. 3. Sc. 3. 


ULYSSES. ACHILLES. 

Ul. Trwe hath, my Lord, a wallet at his back, 
Wherein he puts alms for oblivion, 
A great-sized monster of ingratitudes : 
Those scraps are good deeds past ; which are devoured 
As fast as they are made; forgot as soon 
As done. Perseverance, dear my Lord, 
Keeps honour bright. ‘To have done, is to hang 
Quite out of fashion, like a rusty mail 
In monumental mockery. Take the imstant way ; 


For honour travels in a strait so narrow, 
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AA 


μισθὸν δὲ πᾶς τις εὐθέως κεκτημένος 
σπουδὴν ἀπεῖπε τὴν πρὶν ὡς τάχος πάλιν. 
σοὶ δ᾽ οὐ δέδοκται τοίαδ᾽, ὦ φίλον κάρα. 
ξηρὸν γε μέντοι, πρέσβυ, κηπεύων φυτὸν 
ματαῖα μοχθεῖς, οὗ σεσηπότες κλάδοι 
avd’ ἄνθος ὃν φύσουσι τῶν πόνων θέρος. 
ἀλλ᾽, εἰ δοκεῖ, φευξούμεθ᾽ εἰς ξένην ὁμοῦ, 
καὶ πρὶν τὰ χρήματ᾽ ἐξαναλῶσαι τάδε, 
τάχ᾽ ἂν βραχεῖαν ἧσυχόν θ᾽ εὑροίμεθα 
τροφὴν ἀλητεύοντε, καὶ παῦλαν πλάνης. 
χώρει σὺ, σοὶ δὲ διὰ τέλους ἐφέψομαι, 
ἕως ἂν αἰὼν οὕμος ἀντέχῃ, τέκνον, 
πιστῷ προθύμως κἀμπέδῳ φρονήματι. 


1828.] 


OAYZZEYS. AXIAAEY2. 


OA. ‘ONAZ, φέρει πήραν tiv’ ὦμοισιν χρόνος, 


ὅπου κομίζει πτωχικὰς Λήθῃ τροφὰς, 
τῇ δυσχαρίστοις χάρισιν ἐξωγκωμένῃ. 
τάδ᾽ ἐκ παλαιῶν κλάσματ᾽ εὖ δεδραμένων 
ὁμοῦ πεπραγμέν᾽ ἐστὶ καὶ βεβρωμένα, 
πέφυκεν ἄρτι, καὶ λέληθ᾽ αὐθήμερον. 

τὸ γοῦν ἔχεσθαι τῶν πεπραγμένων ἄπριξ, 
caver τὸ καλλιφεγγὲς εὐκλείας φάος, 

6 δ᾽ αὖτ᾽ ἀπειπὼν, οἷάπερ πανοπλία 
μελαμπαγής τίς, ἐκποδὼν ἐκρήμνατο 
ἀρχαιοσέμνῳ γαυριῶν ἀγάλματι. 

ἴθ᾽ ἁρπάσαι, τὸν ἔνθεν ἁρπάσαι στίβον, 
εὐδοξία γὰρ ἐν στενοῖς ὁδουπορεῖ, 
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Where but one goes abreast: keep then the path; 
For emulation hath a thousand sons, 

That one by one pursue. If you give way, 

Or hedge aside from the direct forthright, 

Like to an enter’d tide they all rush by, 

And leave you hindmost ;— 

Or, like a gallant horse fallen in first rank, 

Lie there for pavement to the abject rear, 

O’errun and trampled on. Then what they do in present, 
Though less than yours in past, must o’ertop yours: 
For time is like a fashionable host, 

That slightly shakes his parting guest by the hand; 
And with his arms outstretched, as he would fly, 
Grasps-in the comer. Welcome ever smiles, 

And farewell goes out sighing. O, let not virtue seek 
Remuneration for the thing it was! 

For beauty, wit, 

High birth, vigour of bone, desert in service, 

Love, friendship, charity, are subjects all 

To envious and calumniating time. 

One touch of nature makes the whole world kin,— 
That all, with one consent, praise new-born gawds, 


Though they are made and moulded of things past ; 
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iy ov τρέχει τις, μὴ οὐ μονοστιβὴς δραμών. 
κράτει, κράτεε σὺ τῆς ὁδοῦ, ζῆλος γὰρ οὖν 
τέκνων φυτεύει μυρίων βλαστήματα, 

τούτων δ᾽ ἐφεξῆς πᾶς σέ τις κυνηγετεῖ. 

σοῦ δ' ἐκκλιθέντος ἢ πεσόντος ἐκδρόμου, 
ἐπεισπεσόντι προσφερεῖς κλυδωνίῳ 

ὑπερθέουσι, λοίσθιον λελουπότες. 90 
καὶ μὴν προκείσει γ᾽ ἐκτάδην, χαμαιπετὲς 
λάκτισμα τοῖσιν ἐσχάτην τεταγμένοις, 

ὡς εὐγενής τις ἵππος ἐν πρόμοις πεσὼν, 
πατούμενός τε καὶ κατεσποδημένος. 

τούγαρ τὰ τούτων ἀρτίως εἰργασμένα 

νικᾷν τὰ σοῦ παλαιὰ, κἂν μείζω κύρῃ, 

πᾶσ᾽ ἐστ᾽ ἀνάγκη" προξένου γὰρ εὐτρόπον 
ὀργαῖς ἔοικεν αἰολοστρόφοις χρόνος, 

ὅστις δι’ ὑγρᾶς τοὺς μὲν ἐξορμωμένους 

μεθῆκε χειρὸς, τὸν δὲ δὴ νεήλυδα 30 
πτηνοῖς ἔμαρψεν ἀγκάλων πετάσμασιν' 

gatdpos γε τοίνυν φροιμιάξεται γέλως, 

τῷ δ᾽ ἐξιόντε θρῆνός ἐσθ᾽ ὁμόστολος. 

μὴ δῆτα πρὸς θεῶν ἀρετὴ θηρευσάτω 

τοῦ πρὶν γενέσθαι μίσθον' εὐγένεια yap 

ἀλκὴ, φρόνησις, καλλονὴ, προθυμία, 

φιλότης, ἔρως, εὔνοια,---πάνθ᾽' ἁπλῷ λόγῳ, 
χρόνου φθονοῦντος καὶ φιλοψόγου κλύει. 
ἐμφυλίῳ γὰρ ξυγγενὴς κηδεύματι 

φύσις ξυνάπτει πάντας, ὡς ὁμοῤῥόθοις 40 
φήμαις ἐπαινεῖν νεόγον᾽ ἀγλαΐσματα 

καίπερ παλαιοῖς σχήμασιν πεπλασμένα, 
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And give to dust, that is a little gilt, 

More laud than gilt o’er-dusted. 

The present eye praises the present object : 

Then marvel not, thou great and complete man, 
That all the Greeks begin to worship Ajax; 
Since things in motion sooner catch the eye 

Than what not stirs. The cry went once on thee; 
And still it might: and yet it may again, 

If thou would’st not entomb thyself alive, 

And case thy reputation in thy tent ; 

Whose glorious deeds, but in these fields of late, 
Made emulous missions *mongst the gods themselves, 


And drave great Mars to faction. 


[1829. 
KING HENRY VIII. Act. 4. Sc. 2. 


GRIFFITH. KATHABINE. 
Griff. This Cardinal, 
Though from an humble stock, undoubtedly 
Was fashioned to much honour. From his cradle 
He was a scholar, and a ripe and good one ; 
Exceeding wise, fair spoken, and persuading : 
Lofty and sour to them that loved him not ; 


But to those men that sought him, sweet as summer. 
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Bate δὲ χρυσῷ τὴν χνοάξουσαν κόνιν 
χρυσοῦ προτιμᾷν τοῦ κόνει κεχρωσμένον' 
ξυνών θ᾽ ἕκαστος τὸ ξυνὸν σέβειν ἔφυ. 
πρὸς ταῦτα, μὴ, φέριστε, θαυμάσῃς ἔτι, 
ὁθούνεχ᾽ αἱ νῦν Ἑλλάδος πανηγύρεις 
Αἴαντα προσκυνοῦσι' τῶν γὰρ ἀστάτων 
φορᾷ πέφυκεν εὐμαρῶς ἁλώσιμον 
βρότειον ὄμμα, τοῖς 8 ἀκινήτοισιν οὔ. 
βάξις μὲν ἡπίδημος ἦν πάλαι σέθεν, 
καὶ νῦν ἂν εἴη, καὶ πάλιν γενήσεται, 

εἰ μή συ κρύψεις σαυτὸν ἐμψύχῳ τάφῳ, 
σκηναῖς τε τὴν σὴν κλῃδόν᾽ ἐσφραγισμένην 
φράξεις, ὁ πολλὰ τῇδ᾽ ἀριστεύσας δορὶ, 
στόλους ὁ πράξας ἐν θεοῖς ἐπιφθόνους, 
ὃ πρὸς χερῶν ἅμιλλαν ὁρμήσας Ἄρην. 


1829. 
ΓΡΙΦΙΘΟΣ. ΚΑΘΑΡΙ͂ΝΑ, 

rP. ΟΥ̓Κ ἔσθ᾽ ὅπως οὐ τιμιωτάτην φύσιν 
ἱερεὺς ὅδ᾽ ἔσχε, δυσγενής περ ὧν, ὅμως. 
ἐκ σπαργάνων γὰρ ἦν μὲν ἐν Μούσαις ἀεὶ, 
τούτων τ᾽ ἀκριβῶς ἥψατ᾽. ἣν & ἄγαν σοφὸς, 
πιθανόν t ἐνώμα καὶ μελύγλωσσον στόμα. 
τοῖσιν μὲν ἐχθροῖς δυσπροσήγορος, πικρὸς, 
φίλοισι δ᾽ ἡδὺς, ὥσπερ οὐ θέρος ποτέ' 
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And though he were unsatisfied in getting, 

(Which was a sin,) yet in bestowing, Madam, 

He was most princely, Ever witness for him 

Those twins of learning that he rais’d in you, 

Ipswich and Oxford! one of which fell with him, 

Unwilling to outlive the good that did it; 

The other, though unfinish’d, yet so famous, 

So excellent in art, and still so rising, 

That Christendom shall ever speak his virtue. 

His overthrow heap’d happiness upon him ; 

For then, and not till then, he felt himself, 

And found the blessedness of being little: 

And to add greater honours to his age 

Than man could give him, he died fearing God. 
Kath. After my death I wish no other herald, 

No other speaker of my living actions, 

To keep mine honour from corruption, 

But such an honest chronicler as Griffith. 

Whom I most hated living, thou hast made me, 

With thy religious truth, and modesty, 

Now in his ashes honour. Peace be with him! 
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KA 


εἰ δ᾽ οὖν ἀπλήστως κερδέων ἐφίετο, 
(ταύτῃ γὰρ ἐξήμαρτεν, οὐκ ἄλλως ἐρῶ) 
δοῦναί γε μέντοι καὶ μάλ᾽ ἀφθόνῳ yepi 10 
πρόθυμος ἦν, δέσποινα--- Μαρτυρεῖ δέ μοι 
τοῦδ᾽ ἔργα τἀνδρὸς, δίπτυχαι Μουσῶν ἕδραι, 
σεμνὴ ξυνωρὶς, ὑμὶν ἃς καθείσατο, 
ἸΨοῖκε, καὶ σὺ καλλίπυργ᾽ ᾿Οξωνία' 
ὧν ἡ μὲν αὐτῷ ξυμμέτρως διώλετο, 
οὐ γὰρ λελεῖφθαι τοῦ κτίσαντος ἤθελε' 
ἡ δ᾽, ἐνδεής περ τοῦ τελεσθῆναί γ᾽ ἔτι, 
ὧδ᾽ ἔστι κλεινὴ, καὶ τέχνημ᾽ ὑπέρσοφον, 
καὶ δὴ τοσοῦτον αὔξεται καθ’ ἡμέραν, 
ὥστ᾽ οὐκ ὀλεῖται τοὔνομ᾽, ὑμνήσει δέ νιν 20 
γῇ πᾶσα, τοὔργον τοῦδ᾽ ἀειμνήστου χάριν. 
πεσόντα μέν νυν πλεῖστ᾽ ἂν ὀλβίσαιμ᾽, ἐπεὶ 
τὸ τηνίκ᾽ ἤδη τοῦτο μὲν, χρόνῳ ποτὲ 
τὴν αὐτὸς αὑτοῦ καρδίαν ἐγνώρισε, 
κἄξευρ᾽ ὁποῖον κτῆμα τὸ σμικρὰ φρονεῖν" 
μείξω δὲ δή τιν᾽, ἢ κατ᾽ ἀνθρώπον δόσιν, 
τιμὴν προσῆψε τήνδ᾽ ὁ γηράσκων χρόνος" 
ἔθνησκ᾽ ἐν αὐτῷ τῷ θανεῖν σέβων Θεόν. 
Ε γὰρ θανοῦσ᾽ εὕροιμι τοιοῦτόν τινα 
κήρυχ᾽, ὃς ἔργα τἀμὰ τοῦ βίου φράσει, 30 
ἀκήρατόν τε δόξαν εὖ περιστελεῖ, 
σοί γ᾽ ἐξ ὁμοίου πιστὸν ἀψευδὲς στόμα. 
Ὃν γὰρ μάλιστα ξῶντ᾽ ἀπήχθαιρον βροτῶν, 
τῶν σῶν ἀληθεύσαντος αἰδοίῳ φρενὶ 
λόγων ἕκατι, κἀνδίκον φρονήματος, 
τιμῶ θανόντα τοῦτον---εἰρήνης τύχοι. 

D 
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ROMEO AND JULIET. Act 2. Sc. 2. 


ROMEO. JULIET. 

Rom. Hk jests at scars, that never felt a wound.— 
But, soft! what light through yonder window breaks ! 
It is the east, and Juliet is the sun !— 

Arise, fair sun, and kill the envious moon, 

Who is already sick and pale with grief, 

That thou her maid art far more fair than she. 
Be not her maid, since she is envious: 

Her vestal livery is but sick and green, 

And none but fools do wear it. Cast it off. 

It is my lady! O! it is my love! 

O, that she knew she were !— 

She speaks, yet she says nothing. What of that? 
Her eye discourses: I will answer it.— 

I am too bold! ’tis not to me she speaks: 

T'wo of the fairest stars in all the heaven, 
Having some business, do entreat her eyes 

To twinkle in their spheres till they return. 
What if her eyes were there, they in her head ? 
The brightness of her cheek would shame those stars, 
As daylight doth a lamp: her eye in heaven 
Would through the airy region stream so bright, 
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PQMEQN. IOYAIA. 


POM.’OYAAIZ γελᾷ tis τραυμάτων ἄπειρος ὦν. 
τί χρῆμα λεύσσω; τίς ποθ᾽ ὑψόθεν δόμων 
αὐγὴ διῆξεν ; ἡλίου μὲν ἀντολαὶ 
φάος τόδ᾽ ἐστιν, ἥλιος δ᾽ ᾿ἸἸουλία. 
ἀλλ᾽ el ἐγείρονυ καλλιφεγγὲς ἥλιε, 
φθονερὰν σελήνην φθεῖρε, καὶ γὰρ ἄλγεσι 
τέτηκεν ἤδη πᾶσα καὶ μαραίνεται, 
σοῦ τῆς γε δούλης καλλονῇ νικωμένη. 
μὴ νῦν φθονούσῃ τῇδε δουλεύσῃς ἔτι" 
καὶ παρθένειον ἦν σ᾽ ἐπαμπίσχει στολὴν, 20 
χλωρὰ γάρ ἐστι καὶ σαθρὰ, μόνοι δέ νιν 
μωροὶ φοροῦσιν, ὡς τάχιστ᾽ ἔκδυέ συ. 
δέσποιν᾽ ἐμὴ πέφηνε, καρδίας ἐμῆς 
τὰ φίλταθ᾽. ὡς τόδ᾽ ὥφελε ξυνειδέναι. 
φωνεῖ τι, φωνεῖ, κοὐδὲν eld’ ὅμως" τί μήν; 
ὄσσων με σαίνει φθέγμ᾽, ἐγὼ δ᾽ ἀμείψομαι. 
τί δῆτ᾽ ἀναιδής εἰμ᾽; ὄμ᾽ οὐ προσεννέτει, 
ἐν οὐρανῷ γὰρ οἷα καλλιστεύεται 
ἄστρω tiv ἀσχολοῦντε τῆς νεάνιδος 
λίσσεσθον ὄμματ᾽, ἔστ᾽ ἂν ἱκνῆσθον πάλιν, 20 
ἐν τοῖσιν αὑτῶν ἐγκαταυγάξειν κύκλοις. 
τί δ᾽ εἰ μετοικισθέντ᾽ ἐν αἰθέρος πτυχαῖς 
τὰ. μὲν γένοιτο, τὼ δὲ παρθένον κάρᾳ᾽ 
πρὸς δὴ φαεννὴν παρθένου παρηΐδα 
μαυροῖτ᾽ ἂν ἄστρα, λαμπὰς ὡς παρ᾽ ἥλιον, 
μετάρσιός τ' ὀφθαλμὸς αἰθέρος διὰ 
πέμποι σέλας τηλαυγὲς, ὀρνίθων μέλη 
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That birds would sing, and think it were not night.— 
She, how she leans her cheek upon her hand !— 
O, that I were a glove upon that hand, 
That I might touch that cheek ! 
Jul. Ah me! 
Rom. She speaks.— 
O, speak again, bright angel! for thou art 
As glorious to this night, being o’er my head, 
As is a winged messenger of heaven 
Unto the white-upturned wond’ring eyes 
Of mortals, that fall back to gaze on him, 
When he bestrides the lazy-pacing clouds, 
And sails upon the bosom of the air. 
Jul. O Romeo, Romeo! wherefore art thou Romeo? 
Deny thy father, and refuse thy name: 
Or, if thou wilt not, be but sworn my love, 
And [’ll no longer be a Capulet! 


[1831. 
AS YOU LIKE IT. Act 2. Sc. 1. 


FIRST LORD. DUKE 8. 

1st Lord. To-pay, my lord of Amiens, and myself, 
Did steal behind him, as he lay along | 
Under an oak, whose antique root peeps out 
Upon the brook that brawls along this wood: 
To the which place a poor sequester’d stag, 
That from the hunter’s aim had ta’en a hurt, 
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ἑῷα κινῶν, ὡς σκότου πεφευγότος. 

ἴδ᾽ ὡς παρειὰν eis χέρ᾽ ἀγκλίνασ᾽ ἔχει 

εἴθ᾽ ἦν ἐκείνης δεξιᾶς χειρὶς ἔπει, 80 
ὅπως ἐκείνης ἡπτόμην παρηΐδος. 

IOYT. ᾧ μοι. 

POM. ἐφθέγξατ᾽. ὦ θεὸς φαιδίμη φθέγξαι πάλιν. 
οὕτω γὰρ οὕτω διαπρέπεις ὕπερθέ μου 
ἄγαλμα νυκτίσεμγνον, οἷ᾽ ἀπ᾽ οὐρανοῦ 
πτηνὸς βροτοῖσιν ἄγγελος φαντάζξεται, 
οἱ δ᾽ ὑπτιάζουσ' ὄμματ᾽ ἐκπαγλούμενοι, 
καὶ τοὔμπαλιν κλίνουσι, καὶ βραδυστόλων 
νεφελῶν ἐφιππεύοντα Sépxovras θεὸν 
πτεροῖσε ναυστολοῦντα κόλπον αἰθέρος. 

ΙΟΥ. ὦ Ῥωμέων, rl δῆτα Ῥωμέων ἔφυς; 40 
πατέρα τ᾽ ἀναίνου κῶνομ᾽" εἰ δὲ μὴ θέλεις, 
ὄμνν φιλήτωρ τῆσδε πιστὸς ἐμμενεῖν, 
κἀγὼ δόμων τε καὶ γένους ἐξίσταμαι. 


1831.] 
ANAZ. ‘BASIAEYS. 


AN. ἜΓΩΓ᾽ ἄνακτι σήμερον ξὺν Ἀμιεῖ 
ὄπισθε τἀνδρὸς εἷρπον, ἀρχαίας δρυὸς 
ὑπὸ σκίᾳ κλιθέντος, ἧς πολύπτυχος 
προὔκυψε pita ναμάτων κατοψία 
ἃ τῆσδ᾽ ἐπιῤῥέοντα καχλάξει νάπης. 
οἷ καὶ τάλας τις ἔλαφος, ὃς Sly’ ἐφθάρη 
ταῖσιν κυναγῶν χερσί που βεβλαμμένος, 
ἐπ᾽ ἐκπνοὰς προσῆλθε θανασίμους βίου" 
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Did come to languish: and, indeed, my lord, 
The wretched animal heav’d forth such groans, 
That their discharge did stretch his leathern coat 
Almost to bursting; and the big round tears 
Cours’d one another down his innocent nose 

In piteous chase: and thus the hairy fool, 
Much marked of the melancholy Jaques, 

Stood on the extremest verge of the swift brook, 
Augmenting it with tears. 


Duke 8. But what said Jaques ? 
Did he not moralize this spectacle ? 


1st Lord. O yes! into a thousand similes. 
First, for his weeping in the needless stream. 
Poor deer! quoth he, thou mak’st a testament 
As worldlings do, giving thy sum of more 
To that which had too much. Then, being alone, 
Left and abandon’d of his velvet friends: 
°Tis right! quoth he; thus misery doth part 
The flux of company. Anon, a careless herd, 
Full of the pasture, jumps along by him, 
And never stays to greet him: Ay! quoth Jaques, 
Sweep on, you fat and greasy citizens ! 
Tis just the fashion. Wherefore do you look 
Upon that poor and broken bankrupt there ?— 
Thus most invectively he pierceth through 
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BA. 


AN. 


καὶ δὴ τοιούσδε θὴρ ὁ δύστηνος γόους 
ἤγειρεν, ὦναξ, ὥστε καὶ δέρας σχεδὸν 10 
διαῤῥαγῆναι δυσπνόοις φυσήμασι. 

παχέα δ᾽ ἀπ᾽ ὄσσων νηπίου ῥινὸς κάτα 
ἐφέσπετ᾽ ἀλλήλοισι δακρύων λίβη, 

οἰκτρόν γ᾽ ἰδεῖν διώγμα' yas ὁ ταρφύθριξ, 
νωθρὸν δεδορκὼς, χὑπὸ τοῦ πενθήμονος 

ἐν τῷδ᾽ Ἰάχονυ πολλὰ τηρηθεὶς, ἄκραις 
ὄχθαισε νασμῶν ὠκέων. παρίστατο, 

δακρυῤῥόῳ νιν αὐξάνων πλημμυρίδι. 

τί δῆτ᾽ ᾿Ιάχης εἶπεν; οὐ σοφήν τινα 

γνώμην ὄλεξε τῆσδε τῆς θέας πέρε; 20 
καὶ μυρίοις γ᾽ ἥκαξε ποικίλλων τρόποις. 
πρῶτον μὲν, ὦναξ, ὧδε τοῦ τὸ θηρίον 
ῥείθρῳ ᾽νδακρῦσαι τἀφθόνῳ καθήψατο" 

φεῦ, ded’ ταλαίπωρ᾽ ἔλαφε, σὺ δὲ τὴν οὐσίαν 
τὴν σὴν παραδιδοὺς, οἷα σύγγονον βροτοῖς 

τῷ πρόσθ᾽ ἄγαν ἔχοντι προσνέμεις πλέον. 
ἔπειθ᾽ ὁρῶν νιν μοῦνον, ἠρημωμένον, 

καὶ τῶν ἑταίρων τῶν ἁβρῶν ἀγείτονα, 

ὀρθῶς ἔχει τάδ᾽, εἶπε, τὴν γάρ τοι φίλων 
ἐπιῤῥόην ἐνόσφισ᾽ ἡ δυσπραξία. 30 
ἐλάφων δὲ πλῆθος ἔκπλεων βορᾶς ἰδὼν, 

εἰκῆ παρασκιρτῶν τε Kov προσεννέπον 
χαίρειν τὸν οὐτασθέντα, δυστομεῖ τάδε" 

ἔτ᾽ ὦ σφριγῶντες πίονές τε δημόται, 

ἴθ ὧδε γὰρ νῦν πανταχοῦ νομίξεται" 

τί τόνδα προσδέρκεσθε τὸν πανώλεθρον; 
οὕτως ἀγρούς τε καὶ πόλιν καὶ δώματα 
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The body of the country, city, court, 

Yea, and of this our life: swearing, that we 
Are mere usurpers, tyrants, and what’s worse, 
To fright the animals, and to kill them up, 


In their assign’d and native dwelling-place. 


(1832. 
JULIUS CAESAR. Act. 2. 80. 2. 


CALPHURNIA. CESAR. 

Cal. Cmsar, I never stood on ceremonies ; 
Yet now they fright me. There is one within, 
Besides the things that we have heard and seen, 
Recounts most horrid sights seen by the watch. 
A lioness hath whelped in the streets ; 
And graves have yawn’d, and yielded up their dead: 
Fierce fiery warriors fight upon the clouds, 
In ranks, and squadrons, and right form of war, 
Which drizzled blood upon the Capitol : 
The noise of battle hurtled in the air, 
Horses did neigh, and dying men did groan ; 
And ghosts did shriek, and squeal about the streets. 
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Bacinet’ ὀνειδιστῆρσι Sevvdles λόγοις, 

καὶ πρὸς τὸν ἡμῶν τόνδε λοιδορεῖ Biov’ 
ἁπλῶς ἐνίσπων δὴ τάδ᾽, ὡς ὑπέρβιι 40 
μόνον τύραννρι παράνομοί τ᾽ ἐπήλυδες 

καὶ τῶνδε χείρους ἐσμὲν, of τὰ θηρία 
φοβοῦντες οὕτω πρέμνοθεν ῥαχίξζομεν 

ἐν τοῖσιν αὐτῶν ἐννόμοις οἰκήμασι. 


1882.] 
KAA®YPNIA. ΚΛΙΣΑΡ. 


ΚΑΛ. ὌΥΠΩ ποτ᾽, ὦναξ, δειμάτων ἐπιστροφὴν 
ἔσχον τοιούτων" νῦν γε μὴν φόβος μ᾽ ἔχει. 
τὰ μὲν γὰρ ἡμῖν ἣν ἀκούσαντας μαθεῖν, 
αὐτούς τ᾽ ἰδόντας" καινὰ δ᾽ ἀγγείλας ἔχει 
παρών τις ἔνδον,. οἷα φρικώδη βλέπειν 
φρουροὶ κατεῖδον ἔννυχοι φαντάσματα" 
λέαιν᾽ ἀγνίαις ἐν μέσαις λοχεύεται 
σκύμνους" χανοῦσαι δ᾽ εὐρὺ τυμβήρεις ἕδραι 
νεκροὺς ἀνῆκαν τοὺς κάτω κεκευθότας. 
θοῦροι δ᾽ ἐπ᾽ ἄκροις νέφεσιν αἰχμηταὶ σάγῃ 10 
ἄνδρες φλογωπῷ, στίφεσιν πυκνούμενοι 
λόχοις τ᾽, ἔχοντες κόσμον εὔτακτον μάχης, 
ὁρμῶσι δῆριν: φονολιβεῖς ὅθεν δρόσοι 
κατεψέκαξον τὴν ἔνερθ᾽ ἀκρόπτολιν' 
ἔφριξε δ᾽ αἰθὴρ ὡς ἀρειφάτῳ κλόνῳ' 
παρῆν δ᾽ ἀκούειν ἱππικῶν φρναγμάτων, 
ἀνδρῶν στεναγμοῦ τ᾽ ἐν φοναῖς πεπτωκότων. 
κλαυθμῷ δὲ κωκυτοῖς τε τρίξουσαι σκιαὶ 

Dd 
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O Cesar! these things are beyond all use ; 
And I do fear them ! 


Ces. What can be avoided, 
Whose end is purpos’d by the mighty gods? 
Yet Cesar shall go forth: for these predictions 
Are to the world in general, as to Cesar. 


Cal. When beggars die, there are no comets seen: 
The heavens themselves blaze forth the death of princes. 


Cas. Cowards die many times before their deaths ; 
The valiant never taste of death but once. 
Of all the wonders that I yet have heard, 
It seems to me most strange that men should fear ; 
Seeing that death, a necessary end, 
Will come, when it will come. 
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κατεῖχον ἄστυ' ταῦτα δὴ κρείσσω λόγον 

Καῖσαρ, πέφηνε, κἀμέ γ᾽ ἐκπλήσσει φόβῳ. 20 
ΚΑΙ. Τί δῆτα φευκτὸν, ᾧ πρὸς ὑψίστων θεῶν 

τὸ μοιρόκραντον τέρμ᾽ ἀκινήτως μένει; 

ἔξεισι μέντοι Καῖσαρ' ws ἴσον βροτοῖς, 

τοῖς πᾶσι κἀμοὶ, τῶνδε θεσφάτων μέτα. 
KAA. Πτωχῶν μὲν οὔτις ὀλομένων φαντάζεται 
ἀστὴρ κομήτης" οὐρανὸς δ᾽ αὐτὸς φλέγων 
τοῖς κοιράνοις προύφηνεν ὀλέθριον μόρον. 
Πολλούς γε θανάτους οἱ κακόψυχοι βροτῶν 
πρὸ τοῦ θανεῖν ἤἥντλησαν' εὔψυχος δ᾽ ἀνὴρ 
ἅπαξ τελευτῆς μορσίμης ἐγεύσατο. 30 
τὸ δ᾽ ἄνδρα ταρβεῖν, τοῦθ᾽, ὅσων πύστις πάρα 
πάντων δοκεῖ μοι θαυμάτων ὑπέρτατον" 
ὡς οὔτε φευκτὸς καιρὸν ἐς πεπρωμένον 
πότμος τελευτὴν τὴν ἀναγκαίαν ἄγει. 


ΚΑΙ 
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KING RICHARD II. Act 3. 80. 2. 


KING RICHARD. 

—— Know’st thou not, 
That when the searching eye of heaven is hid 
Behind the globe, and lights the lower world, 
Then thieves and robbers range abroad unseen 
In murders, and in outrage, bloody here: 
But when, from under this terrestrial ball, 
He fires the proud tops of the eastern pines, 
And darts his light through every guilty hole, 
Then murders, treasons, and detested sins, 
The cloak of night being pluck’d from off their backs, 
Stand bare and naked, trembling at themselves? 
So when this thief, this traitor, Bolingbroke,— 
Who all this while hath revell’d in the night, 
Whilst we were wand’ring with the antipodes,— 
Shall see us rising in our throne the east, 
His treasons will sit blushing in his face, 
Not able to endure the sight of day, 
But, self-affrighted, tremble at his sin. 
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‘PIXAPAOS. 


Or δὴ κάτοισθ᾽ ὡς οὐρανοῦ μαστήριος 
ὀφθαλμὸς εὖτ᾽ ἂν εὐκύκλου γαίας κάτω 
κεύθων παράσχῃ τοῖς ἔνερθ᾽ αὐγὴν τόποις, 
ἐν τῷδε λῇσται κἄγριοι συλήτορες 
φοιτῶσιν ἐνθάδ' ἐγκαλυφθέντες σκότῳ, 
ὕβρει βιαίῳ καὶ σφαγαῖς μιαιφόνοι" 
χθονίας δ᾽ ἐπειδὴ τῆσδ᾽ ἐπαντέλλων ὑπὸ 
σφαίρας κλάδους ἀκτῖσιν ὑψίστους φλέγει 
πευκῶν ἑῴων, πανταχοῦ μυχῶν ἔσω 
αὐγὴν ἰάπτων ἀνοσίων ἐπισκόπον, 

φόνοι τότ᾽ ἤδη, προδοσίαι, μορφαί θ᾽ ὁμοῦ 
κακῶν ἀπευκτῶν, ἐννύχου καλύμματος 
ἀποστερέντες ἐμφανῶς γυμνοί τ᾽ ἰδεῖν 
ἑστᾶσ᾽ ὑπ’ αὐγὰς, καὶ τρόμῳ πεφρικότες 
αὐτοὶ πρὸς αὑτῶν; τόνδε δ᾽ ὡςαύτως λέγω 
λῃστῆρα προδότην τ᾽, ἐννύχοις ὑβρίσμασι 
πάλαι χλιδήσαντ᾽, ἐξ ὅτου πλανώμενοι 
ἡμεῖς μετῆμεν τοῖς ὄνερθ' ὠκισμένοις, 
ὅταν δ᾽ ἑῴων εἰςίδῃ θρόνων ἄπο 

ἡμᾶς ἐπαντέλλοντας, αἰσχύνης νέφος 
βάψει πρόςωπον προδοσίας ἕξυνειδότι, 

οὐδ᾽ ἡμέρας φῶς τλήσεταί ποτ᾽ εἰςορᾶν, 
τὴν δ᾽ αὐτὸς αὑτοῦ δειμανεῖ κακουργίαν' 
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Not all the water in the rough rude sea 

Can wash the balm from an anointed king: 

The breath of worldly men cannot depose 

The deputy elected by the Lord: 

For every man that Bolingbroke hath press’d, 

To lift shrewd steel against our golden crown, 

God for his Richard hath in heavenly pay 

A glorious angel: then, if angels fight, 

Weak men must fall; for heaven still guards the right. 


(1834. 
KING RICHARD II. Act 3. Sc. 2. 


KING RICHARD. 

Ler’s talk of graves and worms and epitaphs ; 
Make dust our paper, and with rainy eyes 
Write sorrow on the bosom of the earth. 

Let ’s choose executors, and talk of wills ;— 
And yet not so;—for what can we bequeath, 
Save our deposed bodies to the ground? 

Our lands, our lives, and all, are Bolingbroke’s ; 
And nothing can we call our own, but death, 
And that small model of the barren earth 


Which serves as paste and cover to our bones.— 
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ov yap θαλάσσης ἀγρίας δυςχειμέρου 
ὕδωρ ἄπειρον βασίλεως ἀποκλύσαι 

οἷόν τ᾽ ἄλειφαρ ὅσιον, οὐδὲ ταῖς βροτῶν 
βουλαῖς ἔνεστι δύναμις, ὥστε καὶ θεοῦ 
τὸν ἐκκριθένθ' ὕπαρχον ἐκβαλεῖν θρόνων. 
ὅσους δ᾽ ἐκεῖνος ἐκ βίας στείλας aye 
εἰς στέμμα χρυσοῦν τοὐμὸν ὀξύτομα βέλη 80 
χαλκήλατ᾽ αἰχμάξοντας, ἄντιον θεὸς 
τούτων ἑκάστῳ λαμπρὸν ἄγγελον τρέφει 
θεῖον Ῥιχώρδῳ τῷ φίλῳ παραστάτην. 
ὅπου δὲ συλλάβωσι δαίμονες μάχης, 
πίπτειν ἀνάγκη τόλμαν ἀσθενῆ βροτῶν, 
τοῦ γὰρ δικαίου πάνθ᾽ ὑπερμαχεῖ θεός. 


1834,] 
ῬΙΧΑΡΔΟΣ. 

EYAAI τάφοι τε κἀπιτύμβιοι γραφαὶ 
ἡμῖν ἂν εἴη τἀπίλοιπα τῶν λόγων" 
φέρ᾽ ἀγγράφωμεν εἰς κόνιν δελτούμενοι 
λύπης δακρυτὰ σύμβολ᾽ ὀμμάτων δρόσφῳ' 
δόμων δ᾽ ἐπιτρόπους διαδόχους τε χρημάτων 
ἑλώμεθ᾽" οὐ μὴν ταῦτά γ᾽ ὡς τί μέλλομεν 
ἡμεῖς καταλιπεῖν πλὴν τὰ σώματα χθόνι 
ῥιφθέντ᾽ ἄτιμα τῆς πάρος χλιδῆς ἄτερ; 
κείνου μὲν οὖν νῦν οἱ βαθεῖς ἡμῶν γύαι, 
αὐτοὶ δὲ χἡμεῖς, καὶ τὰ πάνθ᾽ ἁπλῷ λόγῳ, 10 
οὐδ᾽ ἴδιον ἡμῶν οὐδὲν ἄλλο, πλὴν θανεῖν, 
τὸ τ᾽ εὐτελὲς τύπωμα τῆς χέρσου χθόνος, 
λεπτῷ γε πελάνῳ σῶμ᾽ ὅσον κρύπτειν μόνον. 


v. 12. Vid. Soph. Electr, 54. 
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For heaven’s sake, let us sit upon the ground, 
And tell sad stories of the death of kings: 

How some have been deposed, some slain in war, 
Some haunted by the ghosts they have deposed ; 
Some poisoned by their wives; some sleeping killed ; 
All murdered :—for within the hollow crown 
That girds the mortal temples of a king, 

Keeps Death his court: and there the antic sits, 
Scoffing his state, and grinning at his pomp; 
Allowing him a breath, a little scene 

To monarchize, be feared, and kill with looks; 
Infusing him with self and vain conceit,— 

As if this flesh, which walls about our life, 

Were brass impregnable; and, humoured thus, 
Comes at the last, and with a little pin 

Bores through his castle wall, and—farewell king! 
Cover your heads, and mock not flesh and blood 
With solemn reverence; throw away respect, 
Tradition, form, and ceremonious duty ; 

For ye have but mistook me all this while: 

I live with bread like you, feel want, taste grief, 
Need friends :—subjected thus, 


How can you say to me, I am a king? 
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πρὸς θεῶν, χαμαὶ κλιθέντες ἀναμετρώμεθα 
μύθοις θανόντων βασίλέων οἰκτρὰς τύχας" 

ὥς οἱ μὲν Ἄρεως ὄργον, of δὲ τῶν θρόνων 
ἐξέπεσον' ἄλλον δ᾽ ἐκφοβοῦσ᾽ ἀλάστορες 

ὧν αὐτὸς ἀρχῆς κἀπενόσφισεν βίου" 

δ᾽ αὖ καθεύδων ἔννυχος διώλετο, 

ὁ δ᾽ ἐκ δάμαρτος φαρμάκων’ βίᾳ γε μὴν 20 
οἱ πάντες"---ἐν γὰρ στέμματος κοίλῳ κύτει, 

ὃ κρᾶτ᾽ ἄνακτος ἀμπέχει βροτήσιον, 

θρόνοις κάθηται Θάνατος: ἐν δ᾽ ὁ κέρτομος 
γελᾷ τυράννοις ἀγλαΐσμασιν χλιδῆς, 

ψιλὴν παρείς σφιν αἰθέρος δόσιν, χρόνον 
βραχύν τιν᾽ ὠμοῖς ἐγκαθυβρίζειν τρόποις, 

φόνον τε γοργοῖς ὄμμασιν βλέπειν' ἐπεὶ 
αὐθαδίᾳ νιν ἐξεχαύνωσεν κενῇ, ἿἾ 

ὡς δῆθεν ἕρκος σάρκινον ψυχῆς τοδὲ 

χαλκῷ πέριξ πυργωθέν.---ὧδ᾽ ἀεὶ τρυφαῖς 30 


Oa 


θάλπων viv ἕρπει δ᾽ οὖν τέλος, κεντεῖ δ᾽ ἀκμῇ 

σμικροῦ γ᾽ ἀτράκτου ῥῦμα τοῦτο τειχέων' 

βέβηκε δ' ἅναξ φροῦδος"---οὐ πυκάζεται 

κάρα τις ὑμῶν, μηδὲ προστροπαῖς ἄγαν 

σεμναῖς τὸ λοιπὸν ἐγκατιλλώψει βροτῷ; 

αἰδῶ παλαιὰν μέθετε, ῥίπτετ᾽ ἐντροπῆς 

πατρίους παραδοχὰς, πρόσπολόν θ᾽ ὑπουργίαν, 

οὐδὲν γὰρ ἄλλ᾽ ἤ μ᾽ ἀγνοεῖτε δεῦρ᾽ ἀεί: 

ὑμῖν γε ταὐτὸν κἀμέ τοι σῖτον τρέφει" 

ἀλγῶ σπανίζων, γεύομαι δ᾽ ἄχους: φίλων 40 

δεῖ xa ἀρωγῆς" εἶτα, τῶνδ᾽ ὑπήκοον, 

πῶς δὴ βασιλέα τοὔνομ᾽ ἀνταυδᾷν μ᾽ ἐχρῆν ; 
v. 37. Eur. Bacch. 201. ed. Dind. 


66 PRIZE POEMS. ᾿ £1835. 


KING HENRY VI. Parr II. Act 2. Sc. 2. 


Cif. My gracious liege, this too much lenity 
And harmful pity must be laid aside.— 
To whom do lions cast their gentle looks? 
Not to the beast that would usurp their den. 
Whose hand is that the forest bear doth lick? 
Not his, that spoils her young before her face. 
Who ’scapes the lurking serpent’s mortal sting? 
Not he, that sets his foot upon her back. 
The smallest worm will turn, being trodden on; 
And doves will peck, in safeguard of their brood. 
Ambitious York did level at thy crown, 
Thou smiling, while he knit his angry brows: 
He, but a duke, would have his son a king, 
And raise his issue, like a loving sire: 
Thou, being a king, blessed with a goodly son, 
Didst yield consent to disinherit him, 
Which argued thee a most unloving father. 
Unreasonable creatures feed their young: . 


And though man’s face be fearful to their eyes, 
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KA. “ANAZ φεριστε, μαλθακῶν σ᾽ ἄγαν τρόπων 
οἴκτου τ᾽ ἀκερδοῦς τοῦδε παύσασθαι χρέων. 
φέρ᾽ εἰπὲ, ποῖον θῆρα δέρκεται λέων 
ὄσσοισι μειλίχοισιν; οὐχὶ τὸν Big 
εὐνὴν ἐπεισπίπτοντα. τοῖς δ᾽ ὀρειβάταις 
ἄρκτοις τίνων δὴ χεῖρα λιχμᾶσθαι φίλον ; 
οὐ δῆτ᾽ ἐκείνων οἵ σφιν ὀμμάτων πάρος 
σκύμνους ἀναρπάξουσιν. ἢ τίς εὔχεται 
κρυφίας ἐχίδνης δήγματ᾽ ἐκπεφευγέναι ; 
οὐχ οὑπὶ νώτοις θεὶς ἀνιαρὸν πόδα. 10 
καὶ μὴν πατούμενός γε TO σμικρὸν κάρα 
σκώληξ πρὸς ὀργὴν αἴρεται". δάκνουσι δὲ 
τυτθῶν ἀρωγοὶ θρεμμάτων πελειάδες. 
σὺ δ᾽ οὐ τοιοῦτος" ἀλλὰ σῶν ἐπεὶ θρόνων 
ὑψηλόφρων ὠρέξατ' Οὐόρκου βία, 
γελῶν παρέστης ἀνδρὶ προσβλέποντι σὲ 
στυγνῷ προσώπῳ καὶ ξυνωφρυωμένῳ. 
ἄλλων δ᾽ ὕπαρχος κεῖνος, οὐκ ἄναξ γεγὼς, 
παιδὸς πρόνοιαν ἔσχ᾽ ὅπως γένοιτ᾽ ἄναξ, 
τό T αὐτὸς αὑτοῦ σπέρμα φιλότεκνος πατὴρ 20 
ἔσπευδεν αὔξειν' σὺ δὲ φύσει τύραννος ὧν, 
κάλλιστον υἱὸν παραλαβὼν θεοῦ πάρα, 
ἔπειτ᾽ ἄτιμον ἐκβαλεῖν κατήνεσας 
κλήρον πατρῴον' κάρτα δυσφιλὴς πατὴρ 
ἔργοις ἐλεγχθείς. οὐχ ὁρᾷς; πτηνῶν γένη 
τρέφει νεοσσοὺς, οὐ φρενῶν ἐπηβόλα. 
καὶ τοῖς μέν ἐστι δεινὸν εἰσιδεῖν στόμα 


v.17. Eur. Alcest. 777. ed. Dind. 
v.18. Soph. Aj. 1105. ed. Dind. 
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Yet, in protection of their tender ones, 

Who hath not seen them (even with those wings 
Which sometime they have used with fearful flight,) 
Make war with him that climb’d unto their nest, 
Offering their own lives in their young’s defence? 
For shame, my liege, make them your precedent! 
Were it not pity, that this goodly boy 

Should lose his birthright by his father’s fault, 
And long hereafter say unto his child,— 

What my great-grandfather and grandsire got, 
My careless father fondly gave away ?— 

Ah, what a shame were this! Look on the boy; 
And let his manly face, which promiseth 
Successful fortune, steel thy melting heart, 


To hold thine own, and leave thine own with him. 
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Bporav ὅμως δὲ veoyovors βλαστήμασι 
τίς οὐκ ἀμύνοντ᾽ εἶδεν, ἡνίκα πτεροῖς, 
οἷς πρίν γε φοβερὸν ἦρεν εἰς φύγης δρόμον, 
τούτοισιν οὐκ ἄλλοισιν ἐξωπλισμένα, 
ἀναβάντι λεχέων φιλτάτων ἐφ᾽ ἁρπαγὴν 
μάχην ξυνῆψεν ἀνδρὶ, κοὐκ ἀνήνατο 
θανάτον πρίασθαι τῶν νέων σωτηρίαν; 
αἰσχύνομαί σε, δέσποθ᾽, ὧδε μαλθακὸν 
ὁρῶν: τί τούτων οὐκ ἐμιμήσω φύσιν; 
οὐ δεινὸν ἂν γένοιτο, τὸν νεανίαν 

τὸν καλλίμορφον τόνδε πατρὸς οὕνεκα 
θρόνων παλαιῶν ἐκπεσεῖν, κἄπειτα δὴ 
υἱὸν φυτεύσανθ᾽, ὧδέ νιν προσέννεπειν--- 
Ἃ πατρὸς ἀμοῦ πατέρες ἐκτήσαντό μοι, 
πατὴρ ἀβούλως κἀμελῶς ἀπώλεσεν ;--- 
ὄνειδος οὐκ ἀνεκτόν' εἶα, πρόσβαλε 

σὸν ὄμμα παιδὶ, καὶ τόδ᾽ ἀνδρείᾳ φλέγον 
δερχθεὶς πρόσωπον, ὀλβίου μάντιν τύχης, 
δειλὸν Opacvvov καὶ παροξύνου κέαρ, 
σώξειν τὰ νῦν παρόντα, καὶ σεσωσμένων 
τὸν παῖδα τόνδε δεσπότην λιπεῖν θανών. 


69 


90 


40 


10 PRIZE POEMS. [1836. 


KING RICHARD II. Act. 2. Sc. 1. 
Meruinks 1 am a prophet new inspir’d ; 
And thus, expiring, do foretel of him :— 
His rash fierce blaze of riot cannot last; 
For violent fires soon burn out themselves: 
Small showers last long, but sudden storms are short ; 
He tires betimes, that spurs too fast betimes ; 
With eager feeding, food doth choke the feeder: 
Light vanity, insatiate cormorant, 
Consuming means, soon preys upon itself. 
The royal throne of kings, this scepter’d isle, 
This earth of majesty, this seat of Mars, 
This other Eden, demi-paradise ; 
This fortress, built by nature for herself, 
Against infection and the hand of war; 
This happy breed of men, this little world, 
This precious stone set in the silver sea, 
Which serves it in the office of a wall, 
Or as a moat defensive to a house, 
Against the envy of less happier lands; 
This blessed plot, this earth, this realm, this England, 
This nurse, this teeming womb of royal kings, 
Fear’d by their breed, and famous for their birth, 
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ΜΑΝΤΙΣ δοκῶ μοι πρὸς θεῶν ὡρμημένος 

ἁρμοῖ γενέσθαι: καὶ τάδ᾽ ὡς θανούμενος 
λέγοιμ᾽ ἂν αὐτὸν, of προβήσεται τύχης. 

οὐκ ἔσθ' ὅπως ποθ᾽ ἥδε θερμόνους ὕβρις 
δαρὸν χρόνον λάμψειεν: ὡς αὐτόσσντον 

φιλεῖ βίαιον πῦρ μαραίνεσθαι τάχα" 

χρονία Ψψακὰς μέν͵ ἐσθ᾽, ὁ δ᾽ ἐξαίφνης βρέμων 
τυφὼς βραχὺς πέφυκεν: εὐθέως δέ τις 
ἀπεῖπεν, ὃς τὰ πρῶτ᾽ ἐπεύγεται λίαν, 

καὶ μὴν λίχνον tw’ ἡ βορὰ διώλεσεν 10 
ὑπερφυῶς ἔσθοντα' κἀφειδὴς πόρων 

χλιδὴ ματαία, παμφάγον λάρον δίκην, 

ἴδιον τελευτῶσ᾽ αὐτόχειρ δάπτει δέμας. 

ἢ δεινὰ πάσχει, κοιράνων σεμνὸς θρόνος, 
χθονὸς μεγίστης τῆσδ᾽ ὑπέρτατον σέβας" 
Ἄρεως γὰρ ἥδ᾽ ἔδρασμα, δεντέρα δ᾽ ἔφυ 
μακάρων τε γῆσος δαιμόνων τ᾽ ἀναστροφὴ, 
φύσεώς θ᾽ ὑπαὶ φρούρημα πυργωθὲν, νόσου 
ἔρυμα γενέσθαι πολεμίας τε δεξιᾶς. 

ἄνθος δὲ θνητῶν τοῦτο, κἀν σμικρῷ τὸ πᾶν, 20 
ἅπερ λίθος τις, ἀργυρηλάτου πέριξ 

κεῖται θαλάσσης σφενδόνῃ κυκλούμενον. 

ἡ δ᾽ ἀντὶ τείχους τῇδε γῇ καθίσταται 
σωτηρίου τε δώμασιν τάφρου, πόλεων 

ἧσσον μακαρίων ὥστ᾽ ἀμύνεσθαι φθόνον' 

καὶ μὴν Βρετάννης γῆς τόδ᾽ εὔδαιμον πέδον, 
τροφός τε καὶ βρύουσα γενναίων ἔφυ 

νηδὺς τυράννων' οἱ δὲ, περίφοβον κλέος 


v.17. isch. Eum. 283. ν. 22. Eur. Hipp. 866. 
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Renowned for their deeds as far from home, 
(For Christian service, and true chivalry,) 

As is the sepulchre in stubborn Jewry, 

Of the word’s ransom, blessed Mary’s Son: 

This land of such dear souls, this dear dear land, 
Dear for her reputation through the world, 

Is now leas’d out (I die pronouncing it) 

Like to a tenement, or pelting farm: 

England, bound in with the triumphant sea, 
Whose rocky shore beats back the envious siege 
Of watery Neptune, is now bound in with shame, 
With inky blots, and rotten parchment bonds; 
That England, that was wont to conquer others, 
Hath made a shameful conquest of itself. 

O, would the scandal vanish with my life, 

How happy then were my ensuing death! 
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λαβόντες αἵματός τε καὶ γένους χάριν, 

εἶτ᾽ ἐν βροτοῖς πρέπουσι, δωμάτων πρόσω, 30 
σπουδῆς τε θείας εὐγενοῦς τ' εὐψυχίας 

ὅκατι τιμηθέντες, ἔνθ᾽ ὑπὲρ βροτῶν 

θανὼν ἐν ἙἬ βραίοισιν, αὐθάδει λεῷ, 

Μαρίας ὁ θεῖος υἱὸς εἴληχεν τάφον. 

καίτον φίλη περ οὖσα φιλτάτας τε γῆ 

ψυχὰς τρέφουσα καὶ καλὴν καρπουμένη 

δόξαν παρ᾽ ἀνθρώποισιν, ἀλλ᾿ ὅμως τὰ νῦν 
(λέγω δ᾽ ἐν ἐκπνοαῖσει θανασίμοις βίου) 
ἐξημπόληται, πῶς δοκεῖς, ἀλυγκία 

γύαισιν ἢ φαύλοισιν οἰκητηρίοις" 40 
ἥτις προτοῦ μεν παγκρατεῖ κλυδωνίῳ 

ξυνείχετ᾽, ἀκτὴ δ᾽ εἰσβολὴν ἐπέφθονον 
κραταιλέως ἡμύνετ᾽ ἐναλίον θεοῦ" 

νῦν δ' αὖ ξυνέχεται χθὼν ἀτιμίας ὕπο, 

κηλῖσι κηρίναισι καὶ ξυνθημάτων 

σαθραῖσι δέλτοις: ἡ δὲ δεῦρ᾽ ἀεὶ βροτοὺς 
φιλοῦσα νικᾶν viv νενίκηται κακῶς 

αὐτὴ πρὸς αὑτῆς" εἰ δὲ τοὔνειδος τόδε 

φροῦδόν ποτ᾽ ἔσται ξυμμέτρως τῷ ᾿μῷ βίῳ, 
εὔθυμος Hon τλήσομαι τὸ κατθανεῖν. 50 
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KING LEAR. Act 38. Sc. 2. 


Biow, winds, and crack your cheeks; rage, blow! 
You cataracts and hurricanoes, spout, 
Till you have drenched our steeples, drowned the cocks ! 
You sulphurous and thought-executing fires, 
Vaunt-courlers to oak-cleaving thunderbolts, 
Singe my white head! And thou, all-shaking thunder, 
Strike flat the thick rotundity o’the world; 


Crack Nature’s moulds, all germens spill at once 


That make merateful man! 
Rumble thy belly-full! Spit, fire! spout, rain! 
Nor rain, wind, thunder, fire, are my daughters: 
1 tax not you, you elements, with unkindness ; 

I never gave you kingdom, called you children ; 
You owe me no subscription: why then, let fall 
Your horrible pleasure: here I stand, your slave, 
A poor, infirm, weak, and despised old man: 
But yet I call you servile ministers, 

That have with two pernicious daughters joined 
Your high-engendered battles, ’gainst a head 

So old and white as this! O, O, ’tis foul! 
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ΟΥ̓Κ ela, πνεύματ᾽, ayplouv φυσήματος 
φείσεσθε μηδὲν, μὴ οὐ διαῤῥῆξαι γνάθους ; 
στρόμβοι ζάλαι τε, δυσχίμῳ πλημμυρίδι 
αὐτοῖσι ναοὺς ἀετοῖς ποντίζετε" 
ἴτ᾽, αἰθαλοῦσσαι φροντίδος ξυμπράκτορες 
πρόδρομοι κεραυνῶν λαμπάδες δρνηκόπων, 

Ἁ ᾽ τῷ 3 AN “A 4 9 ” Ἁ Ἁ 
πολιὸν τόδ᾽ ἀμὸν κρᾶτα πρήθοιτ᾽ ἄν: σὺ δὲ, 

\ , 9 9 4 4 
βροντὴ τινάκτειρ, εὐκύκλον σφυρηλάτει 
παχὺν πόλον γῆς, καὶ φύσεως τυπώματα 
διαρταμήσασ᾽ ἔκχεον βλαστήματα 10 
vy 3 3 [4 9 Ν 3 [4 4, 
ὅσ᾽ ἐξέφυσ᾽' ἄπιστον ἀνθρώπων γένος. 

A) A 4 9 9 4ς Ν fe! 
μεστὴ γενοῦ Bpéwova ἐπίῤῥηξον δὲ, πῦρ, 
κάχλαξζε δ᾽, ὄμβρε' πῦρ γὰρ οὔτε πνεύματα 
3 δέ 3 ͵ 4 2 ’ἤ Μ 
οὐκ ὄμβρον ov βροντήματ ἐκφύσας ἔχω" 
ὑμῶν κατέγνων οὔποτ᾽, οὔκ, ἀπιστίαν" 
τυραννίδ᾽ οὔποτ᾽ εἰσεχείρισ᾽" οὐ τέκνοις 
eon vy > 9» ᾽ὕ 9 rO\ ¥ 
ὑμᾶς io’ ἀντηύδων mor: οὐδὲ τοὔμπαλιν 
ς 7 2 3 3 , 
ὑπουργίαν ἐμοί τιν᾽ ἀντοφείλετε. 
πρὸς ταῦτ᾽ ἐπισκήπτοντες ἐμπλήσθητέ μοι 
τὰ δεινά: δοῦλοι δ᾽ ἐνθάδ᾽ ὑμὶν ἕσταμεν, 20 
γέρων ἄναρθρος, ἄμορος, ἠτιμασμένος" 
καίτοι κικλήσκω δουλίους ὑπηρέτας, 
Δ 4 , , f 
ot ξὺν κακούργῳ παρθένων ξυνωρίδι 
ξυναρμόσαντες ὑψιγεννήτους μάχας 
τοῦ τηλικοῦδε κρᾶτα λευκανθὲς τόδε 
6 ’ 3 9 A A A 3 3 4 ᾽ὕ 09 
ὑβρίζετ᾽ αἰσχρῶς" πῶς γὰρ οὐκ αἰσχρὸν τόδ᾽ ἦν; 

v. 4. Aristoph. Avv. 1032. τὰς yap ὑμῶν οἰκίας ἐρέψομεν πρὸς ἀετόν. 


v. 12, Soph. Cid. Col. 768. ἀλλ᾽ ἡνίκ᾽ ἤδη μεστὸς ἦν θυμούμενος. 
v. 17. Soph. El. 1478. Lavras θανοῦσιν οὕνεκ᾽ ἀντανδᾷς ἴσα, 


E2 
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Let the great Gods, 
That keep this dreadful pother o’er our heads, 
Find out their enemies now. Tremble, thou wretch, 
That hast within thee undivulged crimes, 

Unwhipt of justice. Hide thee, thou bloody hand, 
Thou perjured, and thou simular man of virtue 
That art incestuous. Caitiff, to pieces shake, 

That under covert and convenient seeming 

Hast practised on man’s life! Close-pent-up guilts, 
Rive your concealing continents, and cry 

These dreadful summoners grace. I am a man 


More sinned against than sinning. 


(1838. 
KING HENRY V. Act 4. 


Now entertain conjecture of a time, 
When creeping murmur, and the poring dark, 
Fills the wide vessel of the universe. 
From camp to camp, through the foul womb of night, 
The hum of either army stilly sounds, 
That the fixed sentinels almost receive 
The secret whispers of each other’s watch: 
Fire answers fire: and through their paly flames 
Each battle sees the other’s umber’d face: 
Steed threatens steed, in high and boastful neighs 
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νῦν δ᾽ οἱ μέγα σθένοντες, of πεδάρσιον 

δεινὴν τρέφοντες ἀντίπνουν τήνδε στάσιν, 

τοὺς δυσμενεῖς σφιν ἐξερευνώντων θεοί. 

οὗτος, τί δ᾽ οὐκ ἔφριξας; ὅστις ἐν φρεσὶ 30 
ξύνοισθ᾽ ἀπύστοις ἀμπλακήμασι ξυνὼν, 

δίκης ἄπληκτος" ἔῤῥε, χεὶρ μιαιφόνος, 

κρύψον σὺ σαυτὴν, κρύψον, ὦ ψευδωμότα, 
λόγῳ μὲν ἐσθλὸς, ἀνόσιος δ᾽ ἔργοισιν wv 
καταῤῥακώθητ᾽, ὦ πανοῦρη᾽, ὅστις λάθρᾳ 

ἔτλης ὑπελθὼν καὶ τό γ᾽ εὐπρεπὲς τρέφων 
φονεὺς γενέσθαι καὶ παλαμναῖος βροτῶν. 

ἔτ᾽, ὦ μιάσματ᾽ ἔνδον ἐσφραγισμένα, 

κλείθρων λυθέντων τούσδ᾽ ἀνειμέν᾽ ἐμφόβους 
σαίνειν χρεὼν κλητῆρας. ἀλλὰ τἀμὰ yap 40 
στεπονθότ᾽ ἐστὶ μᾶλλον ἢ δεδρακότα. 


1838. ] ᾿ 
ΝΥ͂Ν ἐννοοῦ καιρόν τιν᾽, εὖθ᾽ ὁμορρόθουν 
βρόμῳ βάδην ἕρποντι διατόρον κνέφας 
πληροῖ μέγ᾽ ἀμφιχαῖνον αἰθέρος κύτος. 
κατ᾽ εὐφρόνην γὰρ κοιίλογάστορα ψόφος 
βομβεῖ τις Ἄρεως δίδυμος ἐν μεταιχμίοις, 
ἄσημ᾽ ὑπηχῶν' ὥστε τοὺς τεταγμένους 
σχεδὸν δέχεσθαι φύλακας ἀλλήλων πάρα 
ψιθυροὺς λαθραίας ξυμβόλων παραλλαγάς. 
φρυκτοὶ δὲ φρυκτοῖς ἀντιλάμπουσιν, φλόγα 
ξανθὴν πνέοντες" ἣν διοπτεύων Ἄρης 10 
λυγαῖον Supa δέρκεται, διπλοῦς διπλοῦν. 


πώλων δ᾽ ἄρ᾽, ὡς ἐναντί᾽ ἐμβριμωωένων 


18 PRIZE POEMS, [1888. 


Piercing the night’s dull ear; and from the tents, 
The armourers, accomplishing the knights, 

With busy hammers closing rivets up, 

Give dreadful note of preparation. 

The country cocks do crow, the clocks do toll, | 
And the third hour of drowsy morning name. 
Proud of their numbers, and secure in soul, 

The confident and over-lusty French 

Do the low-rated English play at dice; 

And chide the cripple tardy-gaited night, 

Who, like a foul and ugly witch, doth limp 

So tediously away. The poor condemned English, 
Like sacrifices, by their watchful fires 

Sit patiently, and inly ruminate 

The morning’s danger; and their gesture sad, 
Investing lank-lean cheeks and war-worn coats, 
Presenteth them unto the gazing moon 

So many horrid ghosts. O, now, who will behold 
The royal captain of this ruin’d band, 

Walking from watch to watch, from tent to tent, 


Let him cry,—Praise and glory on his head! 
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πώλοις, φρυάγματ᾽ οὐράνια, κόμπον πλέα, 
βάλλει δι’ ὥτων εὐφρόνην' τοὺς δ᾽ ἱππότας 
σκηνῶν ἔσωθεν οἱ σιδηροτέκτονες 
πανοπλίᾳ κοσμοῦσι, καὶ σφυρῶν ὕπο 
σπουδῇ σαγὰς γομφοῦντες εὐπαγῶς ἔχειν 
δεινόν τιν᾽ ἤδη φροιμιάξονται κλόνον. 
οἱ δ᾽ ἐξ ἀγρῶν ὄρνιθες ἄδουσιν λυγύ' 
χαλκοῦς δὲ κλάξζων ὄρθρον ἀγγέλλει βαθὺν 20 
4 , 4 e 4 

κώδων, τετάρτον φύλακος ὡς κληρουμένου. 
καὶ μὴν ἐκεῖ μὲν, ἀνδροπληθείᾳ στρατοῦ 
ἀβουλίᾳ τε κουφονῷ yavpovpevor 

; ᾧ γαυρούμενοι, 
Γαλατῶν ὁ θερμὸς ὑψίφρων τ᾽ ἄγαν λεὼς 
τοὺς ἀνθαμίλλους τοὺς ἴσους τῷ μηδενὶ 
κύβοις διεμπολῶσιν' ἐν δὲ κερτομεῖ 
βραδυσκελῆ τις εὐφρόνην, οἵᾳ σχολῇ 
στυγνῆς ἀμόρφου τ᾽ ἐν τρόποις ἀγυρτρίας 
εἰλύεται χωλὸν πόδ᾽ ἐξέλκουσ᾽ ὁδῷ. 
οἱ δ᾽, ὡς θανούμεν᾽ εὐμαρῇ προσφάγματα, 90 
bd ’ ’ a ᾽ 
ἄνδρες Βρέταννοι τλημόνως φρυκτοῖς πάρα 
θακοῦσ᾽, ἀγῶν᾽ ἑῶον ἐννοούμενοι" 
ς le) 9 3 a [4 9 φ l4 
ὁμοῦ δ᾽ ἔχοντες σχῆμά θ᾽ ws λυπουμένων, 
γνάθους τ᾽ ἀσάρκους, KovK ἀγύμναστον μαχῶν 
στολὴν, Σελήνῃ νυκτὸς ὀφθαλμῷ βλέπειν 
σκιῶν πρέπουσιν ἐμφόβων μιμήματα. 
νῦν τοῦ πανωλοῦς τοῦδε τὸν σεμνὸν στόλον 
λοχαγὸν εἰσιδών τις, ὧς σκηνήν τε καὶ 
φρουρὸν πρὸς ἄλλοτ᾽ ἄλλον εἰλίσσει πόδα, 
πῶς οὐκ ἂν εὔξαιτ᾽, ὦ θεοὶ, δότ᾽ εὐκλεὲς 40 
τοῖον γενέσθαι μηδ᾽ ἀκήρυκτον κάρα; 
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For forth he goes, and visits all his host; 
Bids them good-morrow, with a modest smile: 
And calls them—brothers, friends, and countrymen. 
Upon his royal face there is no note, 

How dread an army hath enrounded him: 
Nor doth he dedicate one jot of colour 

Unto the weary and all-watched night: 

But freshly looks, and overbears attaint, 

With cheerful semblance and sweet majesty ; 
That every wretch, pining and pale before, 
Beholding him, plucks comfort from his looks: 
A largess universal, like the sun, 

His liberal eye doth give to every one, 
Thawing cold fear. 


[1839. 
KING HENRY VI. ParrIil. Acr 2. Sc. 6. 


Tue battle fares like to the morning’s war, 
When dying clouds contend with growing light ; 
What time the shepherd, blowing of his nails, 
Can neither call it perfect day, nor night. 

Now sways it this way, like a mighty sea, 
Forced by the tide to combat with the wind ; 


Now sways it that way, like the self-same sea, 
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στείχων yap οὖν τὸν πάντα ποιμαίνει στρατὸν, 
ἀσπάξεται δὲ σωφρόνως γελῶν ἅμα, 

καὶ δὴ κικλήσκει ξυγγόνους, ἄνδρας φίλους, 
καὶ ξυμπολίτας ἐν τρίτοις προσφθέγμασιν. 

ἔν Tot προσώπῳ γ᾽ εὐγενεῖ σῆμ᾽ οὐκ ἔνι, 

οἵῳ ξύνοιδεν ἐγκυκλούμενος στρατῷ' 

οὐδ᾽ αὖ τι φρουραῖς παννύχοις παρειμένος 
ἤμειψε χροιᾶς ἄνθος ἀλλ᾽ ὁρᾷν πρέπει 

ὑγιής κόπον δὲ καρτερῶν ὑπερτρέχει, 50 
ἄναξ τύραννον σχῆμα φαιδρωπόν τ᾽ ἔχων' 
ὥστ᾽, εἴ τις ὠχρὸν ὄμμα τήκεται τάλας, 
τοῦτον δεδορκὼς, αὐτόθεν θαρσύνεται" 

οὗ πρευμενὴς ὀφθαλμὸς, ὥς τις ἥλιος, 

κοινόν tt πᾶσιν εἷς πολὺς yapilerat, 

ψυχρὸν φίλαις αὐγῇσι θερμαίνων φόβον. 


1839.] 
Ὁ viv mpoBalvew ὡς ἑωθινὸς δοκεῖ 
ἀγὼν, ἐπεὶ φθίνοντα συμβάλλει μάχην 
νέφη πρὸς ἀντέλλοντος ἡλίου φάος" 
ἐπεὶ δ᾽ ὁ ποιμὴν ὄνυχα θερμαίνων πνοαῖς 
οὔτ᾽ εὐφρόνην τέλειον οὔτ᾽ ἧμαρ καλεῖ. 
γῦν μὲν προσέρπει τῇδ᾽, ὅπως κλυδὼν μέγας, 
ὃς ἐξ ἀνάγκης ποντίας πλημμυρίδος 
ἦλθ’ εἰς ἔριν πρὸς πνεῦμα' νῦν δ᾽ ἐκεῖ ῥέπει, 
21. Noctis tempus in quatuor excubias distributum fuisse docet 
auctor Rhesi :—xal τετράμοιρον νυκτὸς φρουράν. 
29. εἰλύεται. Vid. Sorx. Philoct, 291. 
εἰλυόμην δύστηνος ἐξέλκων πόδα. 
de edque voce Butrmm. Leril. Ὁ. 274. 


δᾶ. Vide 5. C. THesas, v. 6. 
j E5 
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Forced to retire by fury of the wind: 
Sometime, the flood prevails; and then, the wind; 
Now, one the better; then, another best: 
Both tugging to be victors, breast to breast, 
Yet neither conqueror, nor conquered: 

So is the equal poise of this fell war. 

Here on this molehill will I sit me down. 

To whom God will, there be the victory! 

For Margaret my queen, and Clifford too, 
Have chid me from the battle; swearing both, 
They prosper best of all when I am thence. 
"Would I were dead! if God’s good will were so: 
For what is in this world, but grief and woe? 
O God! methinks it were a happy life 

To be no better than a homely swain ; 

To sit upon a hill, as I do now, 

To carve out dials quaintly, point by point, 
Thereby to see the minutes how they run; 
How many make the hour full complete, 

How many hours bring about the day, 

How many days will finish up the year, 


How many years a mortal man may live. 


1889.1 PORSON PRIZE. 83 


ὡς nvix’ ἀὐτὸς ἐξαναγκασθείς more 

ἀνέμων ὑπείκει πόντος ἰσχυρῷ μένει" 10 
νικᾷ δὲ πόντος ἄλλοτ᾽, ἄλλοθ᾽ ἡ πνοή" 
κρείσσων δ᾽ ἑκάτερος ἐν μέρει θ᾽ ἥσσων κυρεῖ' 
ἀεὶ δ᾽ ἐρείδων στέρν᾽ ἐπὶ στέρνοις Bla 

σκληρὸς παλαιστὴς καρτερεῖ νίκης πέρι, 

ἀλλ᾽ οὔτε καλλίνικος, οὔθ᾽ ἡσσώμενος" 

χὠ δεινὸς οὕτως ἐστ᾽ ἀγὼν ἰσόῤῥοπος. 

ἤδη παρ᾽ ὄχθῳ τῷδ᾽ ἐγὼ κλινῷ δέμας: 

ἔστω δὲ νείκους ὧν θεὸς θέλει κράτος. 

γυνὴ γὰρ ἡ "wn καί μ᾽ ἄναξ Κλιφόρδιος 

μάχης ἀπώσαντ᾽, ἐνδατούμενοι λόγους 20 
ὅρκῳ τε προστιθέντες ὡς μάλιστα δὴ 

ἡμῶν ἀπόντων εὐτυχεῖ τὰ πράγματα. 

εἰ μηκέτ᾽ εἴην' σὺν θεῷ δ᾽ εἰρήσεται" 

τί γὰρ τὰ θνητὰ πλὴν ἄχος τε καὶ δύη; 
οἴμοι: δοκῶ γὰρ εὐτυχοῦς κύρσαι βίου, 

ὃς οὐδὲν ἄλλο πλήν τις ἀγρότης ἔφν' 

ὥσπερ δ᾽ ἐγὼ νῦν, ἐπὶ λόφῳ καθήμενος, 

ἐν γνώμοσίν᾽ τε δεξιῶς γράφων τύπους 

ὥρας δρόμον δηλούντας, ἐξαντλεῖ Blov 

ὡς ἂν μάθῃ χρόνου πόδ᾽ ὡς πορεύεται, 30 
ὅσος ποθ᾽ ὥρας μοῖραν ἐκπλήσει χρόνος, 

ὅσος δὲ μέτρον ἡμέρας τελεσφόρου" 

ὅσαι δ᾽ ἔτους πληροῦσιν ἡμέραι κύκλον, 

ὅσον δὲ μῆκος ἐκτενεῖ θνητὸς βίου. 


1 Cf, Soph. Elect. 47, ὅρκῳ προστιθείς, 


2 Herod. ii. 109. πόλους καὶ γνώμονας, x. τ. A. Schweigh, in 
Lex. Herod. γνώμων *horologium, solare.”’ 
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[1840. 
TROILUS AND CRESSIDA. Act 1. Sc. 3. 
Agam. Tue ample proposition, that hope makes 
In all designs begun on earth below, 
Fails in the promised largeness: checks and disasters 
Grow in the veins of actions highest rear’d ; 
As knots, by the conflux of meeting sap 
Infect the sound pine, and divert his grain 
Tortive and errant from his course of growth. 
Nor, princes, is it matter new to us, 
That we come short of our suppose so far, 
That, after seven years’ siege, yet Troy walls stand; 
Sith every action that hath gone before, 
Whereof we have record, trial did draw 
Bias and thwart, not answering the aim, 
And that unbodied figure of the thought, 
That gave ’t surmised shape. Why then, you princes, 
Do you with cheeks abash’d behold our works; 
And think them shames, which are, indeed, nought else 
But the protractive trials of great Jove, 
To find persistive constancy in men? 
The fineness of which metal is not found 
In fortune’s love: for then, the bold and coward, 
The wise and fool, the artist and unread, 
The hard and soft, seem all affin’d and kin: 
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ΑΓ. “A TOI προτείνειν ἀφθόνως ἐλπὶς φιλεῖ 
ἐν τοῖς βροτείων φροιμίοις βουλευμάτων, 
οὐ καλλικάρποις ἐμμένει τάδ' ἐγγναῖς" 
ἐν γὰρ πτυχαῖσι τῶν ἄγαν ὑψιξύγων 
ἔργων ἀνάγκαι βλαστάνουσι δύσμαχοι, 
ὡς γοῦν, ἀθροίσει συῤῥοῇ τ᾽’ ὀποῦ, πλοκαὶ 
βλάπτουσιν αἰσχρῶς τὴν πρὶν ὑγιηρὰν πίτυν, 
διαστρόφοισιν ἐμποδίξζουσαι πλάναις 
τὸ μηκέτ᾽ αὖθις αὖ ποτ᾽ ὀρθῶσαι φυήν.---- 
οὐδ᾽, ἄνδρες, ἤδη νεόγονόν te χρῆμ᾽ ἔφυ, 10 
ἡμᾶς μὲν ὧδε τῶν πάροιθεν ἐλπίδων 
μακρὰν λελεῖφθαι, κἀν βάθροις οὔσης ὃτι 
Τροίας, ὄτη περ ἑπτὰ πυργηρουμένης. 
καὶ πάντα γάρ τοι τῶν προτοῦ πεπραγμένων, 
ὅσ᾽ οἴδαμεν δέλτοισιν ἐγγεγραμμένα, 
ἀντέσπασέν te καὶ παρήλλαξεν βίᾳ 
ἡ πεῖρα κωλύουσα μὴ τυχεῖν σκοποῦ, 
μηδ᾽, ἧς ἔδωκεν ἡ τεκοῦσα φρὴν, τύπῳ 
μορφῆς ἀσήμου δυσκρίτον θ᾽ ὁμοῤῥοθεῖν. 
τί δ᾽ οὖν, ἄνακτες, ola νῦν σπουδάζομεν 20 
ὁρῶντες αἰσχύνεσθε ; ταῦθ᾽ ἡγούμενοι 
ἡμῶν ὄνειδος, ὄντα γ᾽ οὐδὲν ἄλλο, πλὴν 
τὰς τοῦ μεγίστον Ζηνὸς ἀμβολὰς, ἵνα 
τὸ καρτερεῖν ἄπριγδ᾽ ἐν ἀνθρώποις ἴδῃ" 
οὗ δὴ τὸ κάλλος ἐν μὲν εὐνοίᾳ τύχης 
ἀμηχάνως ζητοῦσιν ἐξευρεῖν ἔχει" 
ὁ γὰρ φύσιν γ᾽ ἄσπλαγχνος εὔψυχός τ᾽ ἀνήρ, 
xa μῶρος, ὅστις τ᾽ ἣν ἐπήβολος φρενῶν, 
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But, in the wind and tempest of her frown, 
Distinction, with a broad and powerful fan, 
Puffing at all, winnows the light away : 
And what hath mass or matter, by itself 
Lies, rich in virtue, and unmingled. 

Nest. With due observance of thy godlike seat, 
Great Agamemnon, Nestor shall apply 30 
Thy latest words. In the reproof of chance 
Lies the true proof of men: the sea being smooth, 
How many shallow bauble boats dare sail 
Upon her patient breast, making their way 
With those of nobler bulk ! 

But let the ruffian Boreas once enrage 

The gentle Thetis, and, anon, behold 

The strong-ribb’d bark through liquid mountains cut, 
Bounding between the two moist elements, 

Like Perseus’ horse: where’s then the saucy boat, 
Whose weak untimber’d sides but even now 
Co-rival’d greatness? either to harbour fled, 


Or made a toast for Neptune. 
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NE 


οἱ δ᾽ ev μαθόντες of τε μὴ θνητῶν, τὰ δὲ 
εὔγναμπτα καὶ τὰ σκληρὰ τηνικαῦτά πως 30 
ἅπαντ᾽ ἀδελφὰ συγγενῆ τ᾽ εἶναι δοκεῖ. 

Ν 4 9 A) \ / 
στυγνὸν δ᾽ ἐπειδὴ καὶ ξυνωφρυωμένον 
γωμῶσα δαίμων ὄμμα, χεῖμ᾽ ὅπως, βρέμει, 

Ἁ 9 Φ Ν a“ 9 σι “ 
τὸ τηνίκ᾽ οὖν τὸ θεῖον, ἐκφυσῶν πέριξ 

, VA 9 e 3 
κοινόν te φύσημ᾽, ὡς ἀδηριτῳ μένει 
λικμοῦ, τὰ κοῦφα τῆλε voodifer πνοῇ" 

, ,., & rey e , 4 e a ’ 
βάρος δ᾽ ὅτῳ μὲν apern θ᾽ ὁμοῦ, τόδε 
πλουτοῦν πρόκειται χωρὶς ἐμφύτῳ σθένει. 
ἄναξ Ἀτρείδη, σὴν ἐναισέμως ἕδραν 
θείαν σεβίξζων, σκέψεται Νέστωρ λόγους 40 

Ω͂ e ’ Mw: > A a 
οὕς ὑστάτους ἔλεξας" ἐν τῷ δυστυχεῖν 
ἔλεγχος ἀνθρώποισιν ἁληθὴς ἔνι. 
οὐκ οἶσθ᾽, ἀκύμων εὖτ᾽ ἐκοιμίσθη σάλος, 
ὅσαι μάταιαι κεὐτελεῖς ἄγαν σκαφαὶ 
τολμῶσι κόλπον γαυστολεῖν εὐήνεμον, 
ταῖς παντοσέμνοις ξυμμετίσχουσαι πόρου; 
τὴν δ᾽ εὔφρον᾽ εἴ ποθ᾽’ ἡ Βόρειος ὠμότης 
Θέτιν χολώσει᾽, εὐθέως ἂν εἰσίδοις 
> 2 a9 ΕΣ) Ν 
ἀκήρατον σχῆμ᾽ εὐξύγον νεὼς βίᾳ 
γὑρῶν διαμπὰξ οἰδμάτων ὁδουποροῦν, 50 
πεδάρσιόν τε θρῶσκον αἰθέρος τε καὶ 
πόντου μεταξὺ, Πηγάσου δίκην λέγειν' 

ἡ δ᾽ ὑψίκομπος, ἡ μάτην ἁρμοῖ σαθραῖς 
πλευρῇσι σεμνοὺς τλᾶσα μιμεῖσθαι τρόπους, 
ποῦ δή ᾽στι, ποῦ νῦν εὑρεθήσεται σκαφή ; 
ἀλλ᾽ ἢ γὰρ ἴσθι ναυλόχους φρουρεῖν πτυχὰς, 
ἢ τοι γενέσθαε ποντίῳ βορὰν θεῷ. 
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THE TEMPEST. Act. 4. Sc. 1. 


Fer. Tu1s is most strange: your father’s in 
passion 
That works him strongly. 
Mir. Never till this day 
Saw I him touch’d with anger so distemper’d. 
Pro. You do look, my son, inga moved sort 
As if you were dismay’d: be cheerful, sir: 
Our revels now are ended: these our actors, 
As I foretold you, were all spirits, and 
Are melted into air, into thin air: 
And, like the baseless fabrick of this vision, 
The cloud-capped towers, the gorgeous palaces, 
The solemn temples, the great globe itself, 
Yea, all which it inherit, shall dissolve ; 
And, like this insubstantial pageant faded, 
Leave not a rack behind: We are such stuff 
As dreams are made on, and our little life 
Is rounded with a sleep.—Sir, I am vex’d; 


Π841. 


some 


3 


Bear with my weakness; my old brain is troubled : 


Be not disturb’d with my infirmity : 

If thou be pleased, retire into my cell, 
And there repose ; a turn or two I’ll walk, 
To still my beating mind. 
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DEP. ΘΑΜΒΟΥΣ τόδ᾽ ἤδη κρεῖσσον, ola μαίνεται 
πατὴρ δι᾽ ὀργῆς ἦ νιν ἐκπλήττει Bia. 

ΜΙΡ. οὔπω γὰρ αὐτὸν εἶδον ἐς τόδ᾽ ἡμέρας 
οὕτω δυσόργου λήματος νικώμενον. 

ΠΡΟ. ὦ παῖ, σὺ δ᾽ ὡς ἔοικας ἐκπλαγεὶς φρένα 
βλέπειν te δέργμ᾽ ἄθυμον, εὐφραίνου δ᾽ ὅμως. 
ἤδη γὰρ ἤδη τῶνδε τῶν κώμων τέλος 
πάρεστι, πάντες δ᾽ οἱ τάδ᾽ ἠγωνισμένοι, 

ὁ καὶ προεῖπον, ἄμβροτοι πεφυκότες 

ἐς αἰθέρ᾽, ὑγρὸν αἰθέρ᾽, οἴχονται πάλιν: 10 
σχῆμ᾽ οὖν τὸ κοῦφον τῶνδε φασμάτων ὅπως 
χλιδαί τε μελάθρων, καὶ νεφῶν περιστεφῆ 
πυργώματ᾽, ἐν δὲ σεμνὰ δαιμόνων ὅδη, 

γῆς T ἄσπετον κύκλωμα, καὶ τὰ πάνθ᾽ ὁμοῦ 
ὅσων λέλογχε ῥεύσεται τετηκότα, 

καὶ τῷδ᾽ ὅμοια τῷ κενῷ προσχήματι 
βέβηκεν, οὐδ᾽ er ἠλύγην λέλοιπ᾽ ἰδεῖν. 
τοιόνδε τοι πέφυκεν ἀνθρώπων γένος, 

ἄλλως ὀνείρων σχήματ᾽, εἰς ὕπνον θ᾽ ἅμα 
πᾶς τις τὸ τοῦ ζῇν σύντομον κάμπτει τέλος. 20 
vov δ᾽ ἄχθομαι μέν, σοὶ δὲ trax φαύλης φρενὸς 
ἀνεκτέ᾽ % γὰρ νούς τί μοι κάμνει γέρων. 
μή νυν ταραχθῆς ol ἀμαυροῦμαι σθένος, 
ἀλλ᾽ εἰς στέγος τόδ᾽, εἴ δοκεῖ, κλίθητ᾽ ἰών, 
ἐγὼ δ᾽ ἀποστῷ βαιὸν εἰς ἀναψυχήν, 

ἤν πως πτοηθὲν τοῦτο κοιμήσω κέαρ. 


v. ὅ. Cf. Soph. Trach. 1238.---νήν ὅδ᾽ ὡς ἔοικεν οὐ νεμεῖν 'μοι 
φθίνοντι μοῖραν. 


90 PRIZE POEMS. [1842. 


KING HENRY V. Act 4. Sc. 1. 
KING. 


O cEREMONY, show me but thy worth! 

What is the soul of adoration ? 

Art thou aught else but place, degree, and form, 
Creating awe and fear in other men ? 

Wherein thou art less happy being fear’d 

Than they in fearing. 

What drink’st thou oft, instead of homage sweet, 
But poison’d flattery? O be sick, great greatness, 
And bid thy ceremony give thee cure! 

Think’st thou, the fiery fever will go out 10 
With titles blown from adulation ? 

Will it give place to flexure and low bending ? 
Canst thou, when thou command’st the beggar’s knee, 
Command the health of it? No, thou proud dream ; 
That play’st so subtly with a king’s repose ; 

I am a king, that find thee; and I know, 

’*Tis not the balm, the sceptre, and the ball, 

The sword, the mace, the crown imperial, 

The enter-tissued robe of gold and pearl, 

The farced title running ‘fore the king, 20 
The throne he sits on, nor the tide of pomp 

That beats upon the high shore of this world, 

No, not all these, thrice-gorgeous ceremony, 

Not all these, laid in bed majestical, 
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ΒΑΣΙΛΈΥΣ. 


Ὦ ΣΧΗ͂ΜΑ μοι τύραννον, ὡς παρ᾽ οὐδὲν εἶ 
τῷδ᾽ ἀνδρί: τίς δὴ τῆς γε θωπείας χάρις ; 
οὐδὲν γὰρ ἄλλο πλὴν θρόνος τυραννικός, 
κλῃδών τε, καὶ τιμή τις εὐπρεπὴς ἔφυς, 
δεινόν τιν᾽ ἐμβαλοῦσα τοῖς πέλας φόβον" 

ἐν οἷς φοβῶν τις ἧσσον ἢ φοβούμενος 
γέγηθεν. ap’ οὐκ ὀλέθριον θωπευμάτων 

πίνεις θάμ᾽ ἰόν, φίλτατον σέβας δοκοῦν; 

καὶ δὴ νοσήσεις μοί ποτ᾽, ὦ σεμνὸν κράτος, 
εἶτ᾽ ἀξίου σὸν σχῆμά σοι μῆχος φορεῖν. 10 
ἡγεῖ γὰρ ἡγεῖ τοῖσδε φυσηθὲν κλέος 
θωπεύμασιν φλέγουσαν ἂν σβέσαι νόσον ; 

ἄρ᾽ ἥδ᾽ ἂν ἑδρῶν γονυπετῶν ὥραν νέμοι; 

εἰ δ' αὖ κελεύεις πρός σε τὸν πτωχὸν πεσεῖν, 
. εὐεξίας ἔξεστι τῆς κείνου τυχεῖν ; 

οὐκ ἔστι ταῦτα, σεμνοφρὸν φάντασμ᾽, ὃ νοῦν 
ἄνακτος ὧδ᾽ ἔκλεψας: GAN ἄναξ γεγὼς 

ἁνὴρ ὅδ᾽ ἐξεύρηκεν ἣν ἔχεις φύσιν. 

οὐ γάρ ποθ᾽ ἁγνὰ χρίσματ᾽, εὖ δ᾽ ἐπίσταμαι, 
οὐ σκῆπτρον, οὐδ᾽ ἀγάλματ᾽, οὐδὲ τοὺν χεροῖν 20 
βάκτρον, ξίφος τε, καὶ στέφος τυραννικόν, 

οὐ ποικίλη χρυσῷ τε καὶ λίθοις στολή, 

οὐδ᾽ au πρόπομπος βασιλέως, ὠγκωμένη 
κλῃδών, θρόνος θ᾽ ὃν ἵζεται, χλιδή θ᾽ ἅμα, 

ἣ πόλλ᾽ ἐπιῤῥέουσα κύματος δίκην 

κλύξει τὰ θνητά, ταῦτα 8 οὐχ ἅπαντά σοι, 
τρὶς ἄγλαον σχῆμ᾽, οὐδ᾽ ἐν εὐπρέπτῳ λέχει 
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Can sleep so soundly as the wretched slave; 
‘Who, with a body fill’d, and vacant mind, 

Gets him to rest, cramm’d with distressful bread; 
Never sees horrid night, the child of hell ; 

But, like a lackey, from the rise to set, 

Sweats in the eye of Phebus, and all night 
Sleeps in Elysium ; next day, after dawn, 

Doth rise and help Hyperion to his horse ; 

And follows so the ever-running year 

With profitable labour, to his grave ; 

And, but for ceremony, such a wretch, 

Winding up days with toil, and nights with sleep, 
Had the fore-hand and vantage of a king. 

The slave, a member of the country’s peace, 
Enjoys it; but in gross brain little wots, 

What watch the king keeps to maintain the peace, 
Whose hours the peasant best advantages. 


1843.] 

MIDSOMMER-NIGHT’S DREAM. Act 4. Sc. 1. 
Her. Gop speed, fair Helena! Whither away? 
Hel. Call you me fair? that fair again unsay. 

Demetrius loves your fair: O happy fair! 
Your eyes are lode-stars and your tongue’s sweet air 


More tuneable than lark to shepherd’s ear, 
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κοιμώμεν᾽, οὐκ ἂν ὕπνον ὧδ᾽ εὕδοι γλυκὺν 

ὡς ἄθλιός τις δοῦλος, ὃς τὸ σῶμα μὲν 
πληρής, κενὸς δὲ φροντίδων, ἀναψυχὴν 80 
ἰὼν τάχ᾽ εὕρετ᾽, ἐπιπόνου μεστὸς βορᾶς" 

κοὐκ εἶδ᾽ ἀπεχθῆ νύκτα, Ταρτάρου γόνον, 
λάτρις δ᾽ ὅπως τις, ἡλίου κατ᾽ ὄμμ᾽ ἀεὶ, 

an’ ἀντολῆς ἕως ἂν αὖ δύνῃ φάος, 

στάξας ἱδρῶτα νύχθ᾽ ὅλην εὐδαιμόνως 

καθεῦδεν, εἶτα δ᾽ ἐξ ὕπνου μεθ᾽ ἡμέραν 

ὥρμησ᾽ ἀναστὰς ἡλίου CevEwv δίφρον, 

οὕτω δὲ τῷ τρέχοντεο συντρέχων ἔτει 

ἔστ᾽ ἂν θάνῃ κέρδιστον ἔσπευσεν πόνον. 

οὗτος 8 ὁ τλήμων, σχῆμά γ᾽ εἰ μηδὲν παρῆν, 40 
κάμπτων πόνῳ μὲν ἡμέρας, νύκτας δ᾽ ὕπνῳ, 
πάντως ἂν ἔξη βασιλέως κρείσσω Biov 

ὅστις γε, δοῦλος wv περ, εἰρήνης τυχὼν 

κοινῆς émniper, GAN ὅμως, νωθρὸν φρονῶν, 
οὐκ old ὅσον δεῖ βασιλέα τηροῦντ᾽ ἔχειν, 
ὅπως ἀεὶ βέβαιος εἰρήνη μενεῖ, 

ἣ βούκολον μέλλει τιν’ αὐξήσειν πλέον. 


1843.] 
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EPM. ‘EAENH καλή μοι, χαῖρε' ποῖ δ᾽ αἴρεις πόδα ; 
ΕΛ. καλήν μ᾽ ἄρ᾽ εἶπας ; Odrep εἰ λέγοις πάλιν ; 
ἐρᾷ μὲν οὖν σοῦ τῆς καλῆς Δημήτριος, 

ὦ μακαρία συ καλλονῆς, σαὶ γὰρ κόραι 


ὡς ἄστρα μαρμαίρουσι, καὶ τὸ σὸν στόμα 
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When wheat is green, when hawthorn buds appear. 
Sickness is catching; O, were favour so! 
Yours would I catch, fair Hermia, ere I go; 
My ear should catch your voice, my eye your eye, 
My tongue should catch your tongue’s sweet melody. 
“Were the world mine, Demetrius being bated, 
The rest I’d give to be to you translated. 
O, teach me how you look; and with what art 
You sway the motion of Demetrius’ heart. 
Her. I frown upon him, yet he loves me still. 
Hel. O, that your frowns would teach my smiles 
such skill! 
Her. I give him curses, yet he gives me love. 
Hel. O, that my prayers could such affection move! 
Her. The more I hate, the more he follows me. 
Hel. The more I love, the more he hateth me. 
Her. His folly, Helen, is no fault of mine. 
Hel. None, but your beauty; "Would that fault 
were mine! 
Her. Take comfort; he no more shall see my face; 
Lysander and myself will fly this place— / 
Before the time I did Lysander see, “ 
Seem’d Athens as a paradise to me: 
O then, what graces in my love do dwell, 
That he hath turn’d a heaven into hell! 
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πνεῦμ᾽ ἡδὺ μέλπει μουσικώτερον κλύειν 
ἢ κόρυδος, ἧσπερ βουκόλων ἀνδρῶν γένος 
γέγηθ᾽ ἄκονον, εὖτ᾽ ἂν 7 χλωρὸς σταχὺς, 
νέα δ᾽ ἐπανθῇ ταῖς ἀκάνθαισιν κάλυξ. 9 
a“ 4295 Ρ» 4 @ € , N \ , 
φεῦ. εἴθ᾽ wen’, ὥσπερ αἱ νόσοι, πρὸς TOV πέλας 
[4 δ 4 A Ω͂ a 3 > A 
ἕρπειν τὸ κάλλος, σὴν ὅπως παροῦσ᾽ ἐγὼ 
μορφὴν παρέλαβον, ὄμματ᾽ ὀμμάτων βλέπος, 
τὰ δ᾽ ὦτα φωνὴν, γλῶσσα δ᾽ αὖ γλώσσης μέλι. 
εἰ δ᾽ οὖν νέμοιμει γῆς μόνη παγκληρίαν, 
τἄλλ᾽ ἂν προείμην πάντα πλὴν Δημητρίου 
σ > 5 9 Al aA » 9 \ , 
ὥστ᾽ ἐξ ἐμαυτοῦ; σῶμ᾽ ἀμείψασθαι τὸ σόν. 
φέρ᾽ εἰπὲ, πρὸς Θεῶν, πῶς βλέπεις, ποίαις δὲ καὶ 
τέχναισι τἀνδρὸς καρδίαν κατασχέθεις ; 
ΕΡΜ. τό γ᾽ ὄμμα συννεφοῦσ᾽" ὁ δ᾽ οὐκ ἀπεῖπ᾽ ἐρῶν. 
ΕΛ. πῶς ταῦτ᾽ ἔχοιμ᾽ ἂν φαιδρά νιν σαίνουσ᾽ ἐγώ ,” 
ΕΡΜ. ἀρῶν ἄποιν᾽, ἔρωτί μ᾽ ἀνταμείβεται. 2] 
ΕΛ. ὡς λιπαροῦσά γ᾽ ὥφελον ταὐτοῦ τυχεῖν. 
ΕΡΜ. πλέον στυγοῦσαν πλέον ἀεὶ θηρᾷ λαβεῖν. 
ΕΛ. πλέον δ᾽ ἔγωγ᾽ ἐρῶσα πλέον ἐχθαίρομαι. 
ΕΡΜ. ὁ δ᾽ εἰ μέμηνεν, εἶτ᾽ ἐμοὶ ψόγου μέτα; 
ΕΛ. μορφῇ γε τῇ of τόνδ᾽ ἔχοιμ᾽ ἐγὼ ψόγον. 
ΕΡΜ. καὶ μήν συ θάρσει τἀμά γ᾽, ὡς οὐ μηκέτι 
βλέψῃ μ᾽ ἔναντα" νῦν γὰρ; ws εἰδῇς, δοκεῖ 
τῷδ᾽ ἀνδρὶ κἀμοὶ τῆσδ᾽ ἀφορμᾶσθαι χθονός. 
> \ \ ” ‘ \ ” 1 09 200A 
ἐμοὶ yap ἄστυ, πρὶν τὸν ἄνδρα τόνδ᾽ ἰδεῖν, 30 
μακάρων ὅἕδραισιν ἐξ ἴσου τιμώμενον 
εἶτ᾽ ἐκ φαεννοῦ veptepous πρέπει μυχοῖς" 
τοιαΐδε χάριτες νυμφίῳ τὠμῷ πάρα. 


1 Cf. Eur. Bacch. 4. 2 Cf. (μα, Col. 320. 
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Iys. Helen, to you our minds we will unfold: 
To-morrow night when Pheebe doth behold 
Her silver visage in the watery glass, 
Decking with liquid pearl the bladed grass, 
(A time that lovers’ flights doth still conceal,) 
Through Athens’ gates have we devis’d to steal. 
Her. And in the wood, where often you and I 
Upon faint primrose-beds were wont to lie, 
Emptying our bosoms of their counsel sweet ; 
There my Lysander and myself shall meet: 
And thence, from Athens, turn away our eyes, 
To seek new friends and stranger companies. 
Farewell, sweet playfellow ; pray thou for us, 
And good luck grant thee thy Demetrius !— 
Keep word, Lysander: we must starve our sight 


From lovers’ food, till morrow deep midnight. 
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AT. 


EPM. 


GAN ov γὰρ Ἑλένη σοί γ᾽ ἀναπτύξαι φθονῶ 
γνώμης ἵν᾽ ἔσμεν' αὔριον κατ᾽ εὐφρόνην, 
εὖτ᾽ ἂν Σελήνη καλλιφεγγὲς εἰσβλέπῃ 
πρόσωπον ὑγροῖς ἐν κατόπτροισιν, χλόης 
κοσμοῦσα φυλλάδ᾽ ὡς. ὑδρηλοῖσιν λίθοις, 
ἤδη τόθ᾽, οἷον κλέμματ᾽ Ἀφροδίτης ἀεὶ 
γυκτὸς στεγούσης, διὰ πόλεως πυλώματα 
μεμηχάνηται κρύφιον ἐκκλέψαι πόδα." 

καὶ τῇδ᾽ ἐν ὕλῃ γ᾽, οὗ ov δὴ κἀγώ ποτε 
φρενῶν γλυκεῖαν" φροντίδ᾽ ἐπεκοινούμεθα, 
ἴων ἐπ᾽ εὐόσμοισιν ἡμένω κόμαις, 

ἐνταῦθ᾽ ὅδ᾽ ἁνὴρ συμμέτρως ἐμοὶ φίλον 
ἴχνος συνάψει, κἄθ’ ὁμοῦ, τῆς Ἀτθίδος 
γαίας ἀπαλλαγέντε, πρὸς συνουσίας 
μέτιμεν νεοχμοὺς κἀλλοθρῶν ὁμιλίαν. 
ἀλλ᾽ ὦ φίλον μοι χαῖρ’ ὁμήλικος κάρα, 
γῷν δ᾽ ἀγάθ᾽ ἐπεύχου πάντα, σὺν τύχῃ δέ σοι 
γένοιτ᾽ ὄνησις οὗ ποθεῖς Δημητρίου. 
χὥώπως σὺ Λύσανδρ᾽ ἐμμενεῖς οἷς ὥμοσας, 
δέον ποθεινῆς νοσφίσαι θοίνης βλέπος 
ἔσθ᾽ ἡ πιοῦσα νὺξ μέσον κάμψῃ δρόμον. 


1 Eur. Orest. 1499. 3 Eur. Med. 1036. 
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SECOND PART OF KING HENRY IV. Act 4. Sc. 4. 


Tuy wish was father, Harry, to that thought : 

I stay too long by thee, I weary thee. 

Dost thou so hunger for my empty chair, 

That thou wilt needs invest thee with mine honours 
Before thy hour be ripe? O foolish youth ! 

Thou seek’st the greatness that will overwhelm thee. 
Stay but a little; for my cloud of dignity 

Is held from falling with so weak a wind, 

That it will quickly drop: my day is dim. 

Thou hast stol’n that, which, after some few hours, 
Were thine without offence ; and, at my death, 
Thou hast seal’d up my expectation : 

Thy life did manifest, thou lov’dst me not, 

And thou wilt have me die assured of it. 

Thou hid’st a thousand daggers in thy thoughts ; 
Which thou hast whetted on thy stony heart, 

To stab at half an hour of my life. 

What! canst thou not forbear me half an hour? 
Then get thee gone, and dig my grave thyself; 
And bid the merry bells ring to thine ear, 

That thou art crowned, not that I am dead. 

Let all the tears that should bedew my hearse, 

Be drops of balm, to sanctify thy head: 

Only compound me with forgotten dust ; 

Give that, which gave thee life, unto the worms. 
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ἘΞ ἐλπίδος tot δῆλος εἶ φρονῶν τάδε' Sav 
δαρόν γέ σοι προσκείμεθ᾽, adyewas θ᾽ ἅμα. Ὁ 
σὺ δ᾽ οὐκ ἀνέσχου, πρὶν τελεσθῆναι χρόνον, δὰ 


κενῶν θρόνων ἔρωτι μαργωθεὶς φρένα, 

οὐδ᾽ ὡς πατρῷα μὴ οὐχὶ προσθέσθαι γέρα. 
φεῦ τῆς ἀνοίας, ὅς γ᾽ ὑπὲρ σαυτὸν κράτη 
ζητῶν λέληθας πῆμ᾽ ὑφ᾽ οὗ πεσεῖ ποτέ. 
σχὲς ἀλλὰ βαιόν' ᾧ γὰρ εὐκλείας νέφει 
ἐξηνεμώθην, οὕνεκα σμικρᾶς πνοῆς 
πέπτωκεν ἤδη, καὶ φθίνει τοὐμὸν φάος" 10 
καὶ μὴν ἃ Bad κοὐχὶ μυρίου χρόνου 

μετ᾽ εὐσεβείας ἦν ἂν ἐκτῆσθαι γέρα, 

κλοπεύς συ τούτων ἠρέθης, πατρός τέ σοι 
θνήσκοντος ἐλπὶς πᾶσ᾽ atroadpayiteras.' 

καὶ πρὶν γὰρ ἦσθα δῆλος οὐ στέργων ἐμέ, 
τανῦν δὲ πράσσεις ὡς ἂν ἐκμαθὼν θάνω. 

qv apa μύρι᾽ ἐν φρεσὶν κρύψας ἔχεις 
βέλεμνα, νηλεῖ καρδίᾳ νεηκονῆ, 

ἐπ’ ἄνδρα νεκρὸν πλήν γε τοῦ σμικροῦ χρόνου. 
οὐκοῦν μ᾽ ἐάσεις τόνδε τὸν σμικρὸν χρόνον, 20 
el? οὖν ἄπελθε, σπεῦδε, κἀκπόνει μολὼν 

τάφους πατρῴους αὐτὸς αὐτουργῷ χερί 
κωδῶνας ἐκδίδαξον εὐφημεῖν τορῶς, 

ὡς σοῦ κρατοῦντος μὴ θανόντος ὡς ἐμοῦ. 
δάκρυά θ᾽, ἃ πολλὰ πατρὶ τυμβεῦσαι χοὰς 
προσῆκεν, αὐτὰ ταῦτά aot σωτηρίου 

δρόσος γένοιτο χρίσματος στέφειν κάρα. 

θὲς ἀλλά μ’ ἐν λήθῃ τε καὶ φαύλῃ κόνει; 
εὐλαῖς τε τόν σοι ζῆν δεδωκότ᾽ ἀντίδος. 30 


1 Eur. Orest. 1108. καὶ δὴ weve’ ἀποσφραγίζεται. 
F 2 
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HAMLET. Aocr1. Sc. 3. 


Ia. My necessaries are embark’d; farewell: 
And, sister, as the winds give benefit, 
‘And convoy is assistant, do not sleep 
But let me hear from you. 

Op. Do you doubt that ? 

La. For Hamlet, and the trifling of his favour, 
Hold it a fashion, and a toy in blood ; 
A violet in the youth of primy nature, 
Forward, not permanent; sweet, not lasting, 
The perfume and suppliance of a minute ; 
No more. 

Op. No more but so? 

La. Think it no more: 
For nature, crescent, does not grow alone 
In thews, and bulk; but, as this temple waxes, 
The inward service of the mind and soul 
Grows wide withal. Perhaps, he loves you now; 
And now no soil, nor cautel, doth besmirch 
The vittue of his will: but, you must fear, 
His greatness weighed, his will is not his own; 
For he himself is subject to his birth: 
He may not, as unvalued persons do, 
Carve for himself; for on his choice depends 


The safety and the health of the whole state ; 
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OOHAIA, AAEPTHE. 

AA. Ὦ πολλ' ἀδέλφη yalpe’ τἀνάγκαια yap 
ἤδη τὸ πλοῖον τἄμ᾽ ἔχει" σὺ δ᾽ οὖν ὅταν 
αὖραι πνέωσιν οὔριαι καὶ πόμπιμος 
στόλος πάρῃ τις, μὴ κάἀθευδ᾽, ἐμοὶ δ᾽ ἀεὶ 
τἄνθενδε γράψον. 

ὈΦ. πῶς γὰρ οὖκ ἐγὼ τάδε; 

ΛΑ. ὅνπερ δὲ ληρεῖ πρὸς σ᾽ ἔρωθ᾽ Ἁμπλήτιος 
θερμόν τιν᾽ ἡγοῦ κουφονοῦ τρόπον πόθου. 
κάθως δ᾽ ἴον τε θάλλον ἐν πρώταις ἔτους 
ἡβῶντος ὥραις, πρῴον ἀλλ᾽ ἐφήμερον, 10 
εὔῶδες οὐ βέβαιον, οὗ γάνος βραχὺ 
εὐθὺς φυτευθὲν ἔφθιται" μηδὲν πλέον. 

ὈΦ. μηδὲν πλέον, φῇς, ὦ κασέγνητον κάρα; 
ΛΑ. μηδὲν πλέον δή" καιγὰρ ἡ βρότων φύσις 
αὐξητική γ᾽ οὐ σάρκας αὔξεται μόνον, 
ὅσον δ᾽ ὅδ᾽ οἶκος σάρκινος βρύει τραφεὶς 
οὕτω προχωρεῖ καὶ τὰ τῆς Ψψύχης τέλη. 
καὶ νῦν μὲν, οὐ κηλὶς γὰρ, οὐ προμηθία 

φαύλη τις ἐξέτρεψε τὰς ὄρθας φρένας, 
λυσσᾷ τάδ᾽ οὐ κίβδηλ᾽ ἴσως" μέμνησο δ᾽ αὖ 20 
οἵας πέφυκεν οἷος ἐκ ῥίζης ἄναξ, 

ὅπως δὲ μὴ οὐκ αὐτόνομος ὧν φάνῃ ποτὲ, 
αὐτὴ γὰρ ηὑγένεια κυρία πέλει, 

καὶ τοῖς τοιούτοις οὐδαμῶς τρέφειν πάρα. 
αὐθαιρέτους ἔρωτας, ὡς φαύλοις τισί, 

τούτων γὰρ ἐστ᾽ ἐν αἱρέσει καὶ τῆς πόλεως 
ὑγίει᾿ ἁπᾶσα' τουγαροῦν ἑλεῖν γάμους, 

ψῆφον πολιτῶν, ὧν κρατοῦσ᾽, ἐκουσίαν 
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And therefore must his choice be circumscribed 
Unto the voice and yielding of that body, 
Whereof he is the head: then if he says he loves you, 
It fits your wisdom so far to believe it, 

As he in his particular act and place 

May give his saying deed; which is no further 
Than the main voice of Denmark goes withal. 
Then weigh what loss your honour may sustain, 
If with too credent ear you list his songs ; 

Or lose your heart; or your chaste treasure open 
To his unmaster’d importunity. 

Fear it, Ophelia, fear it, my dear sister ; 

And keep you in the rear of your affection, 
Out of the shot and danger of desire. 

The chariest maid is prodigal enough, 

If she unmask her beauty to the moon: 

Virtue itself ’scapes not calumnious strokes : 
The canker galls the infants of the spring, 

Too oft before their buttons be disclosed ; 

And in the morn and liquid dew of youth 
Contagious blastments are most imminent. 

Be wary then: best safety lies in fear ; 


Youth to itself rebels, though none else near. 
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μὴ προστιθέντων, ov θέμις τοῖς δεσπόταις. 
οὐ μᾶλλον οὖν τῷδ᾽ ἵμερον τοῦ σοῦ λέχους 
ὑμνοῦντι πιστεύοις ἂν, εἴ te σωφρονεῖς, 
ἢ κἀν πόλει τοιοῦτος ὧν ἔργῳ λόγους 
αὐτὸς καθ᾽ αὑτὸν ἐκτελεῖν δυνήσεται" 
τοῦτ᾽ ἐστιν εἰς ὅσονπερ ἡ πόλις θέλει 
ψῆφον ξυναρτᾶν κυρίαν. εἶτ᾽ αὖ σκόπει 
οἵαν ὀφλήσεις ἐσχάτην ἀτιμίαν 

εἰ τάσδ᾽ ἐπῴδας εὐπιθὴς ἄγαν κλύεις, 

ἢ παραφρονοῦσα καρδίας ἐξίστασαι, 

ἤ πως δαμεῖσα ταῖς ἀναισχύντοις λέταις 
τὴν σὴν χαλᾶσθαι πάρθενον ζώνην ἐᾷς. 
arr ὦ φυλάσσου ταῦτά μοι, κάσις φίλη, 
τοῦ σωφρονεῖν δ' ὄπισθε τὰς ὄργας ἔχε, 
πικρὰς ἔρωτος ὥσθ᾽ ὑπεκφυγεῖν βολάς' 

ἡ παρθένων γὰρ εὐτελὴς μάλισθ᾽, ὅμως 
ἣν ἐκκαλύψῃ τὰς ἁβρὰς γνίων χλιδὰς 
Φοίβης ὑπ᾽ αὐγὴν, οὐχὶ φειδωλὴ λίαν. 
αὐτὴ γὰρ Αἰδὼς διαβολαῖς χειμάξεται" 
καὶ μὴν ὁ λειχὴν ἦρος ὡραίον φύτα 
φιλεῖ μαραίνειν πρὶν πετάννυσθαι φόβας, 
ἤβης δ᾽ ἐν ἀντολαῖσιν εὐδρόσοις βροτοὶ 
ἐπήβολοι μάλιστα κάμνουσιν γόσων. 

ἀλλ᾽ εὐλαβοῦ σύγ᾽" ἐν φόβῳ σωτηρία: 
ἤβη δ᾽ ad’ αὑτῆς καὶ μόνης ἀποστατεῖ. 
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JULIUS CAESAR. Act. 1. Sc. 2. 

Cas. Wuy, man, he doth bestride the narrow world, 
Like a Colossus; and we petty men 
Walk under his huge legs, and peep about 
To find ourselves dishonourable graves. 
Men at some time are masters of their fates: 
The fault, dear Brutus, is not in our stars, 
But in ourselves, that we are underlings. 
Brutus, and Cesar: What should be in that Cesar ? 
Why should that name be sounded more than yours? 
Write them together, yours is as fair a name ; 
Sound them, it doth become the mouth as well; 
Weigh them, it is as heavy; conjure them, 
Brutus will start a spirit as soon as Cesar. 
Now in the names of all the gods at once, 
Upon what meat doth this our Cesar feed, 
That he is grown so great? Age, thou art shamed : 
Rome, thou hast lost the breed of noble bloods! 
When went there by an age, since the great flood, 
But it was famed with more than with one man? 
When could they say, till now, that talk’d of Rome, 
That her wide walls encompass’d but one man ? 
O! you and I have heard our fathers say, 


There was a Brutus once, that would have brook’d 
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KA. Ortos yap, ὦ τὰν, ody ὁρᾷς, κολοσσὸς ὥς, 
ποσὶν διαστὰς ἐμβέβηκε γῆς στενῆς, 
ἡμεῖς δὲ μικροὶ σκέλεσιν ὑπὸ πελωρίοις 
παπταίνομεν πατοῦντες, ἐξευρεῖν ὅπου 
γῆς ἂν λάχοιμεν δυσκλεεῖς κατασκαφάς" 
καίτοι κρατοῦσιν ἐνίοτ᾽ ἄνθρωποι τύχης" 
9 3 9 6 ἴω φ 
εἰ δ' οὖν ὑπηρετοῦμεν, οὐ γενεθλίοις 
bd f 3 > ¢ 
ἄστροισι, φίλτατ᾽, αἰτία προσγίγνεται, 
ἀλλ᾽ ἡμὶν αὐτοῖς" ἐννόει σὺ γὰρ τάδε, 
J ~ % 4 a a 7 
τί δῆτ᾽ ἐκεῖνος, Καῖσαρ ὧν, ἔχει πλέον, 10 
ὥστ᾽ ἐκφέρεσθαι τοῦτο μᾶλλον ἢ τὸ σὸν 
ὄνομα; σὺ θὲς γὰρ γραμμάτων ἐν ξυλλαβαῖς 
ἄμφω τάδ᾽, οὐδὲν ὑστερεῖ κάλλους τὸ σόν, 
οὐδ᾽, εἴ συ φωνεῖς, στόματι μεῖον ἐμπρέπει: 
ἐν δ᾽' αὖ ταλάντοις βάλλ᾽, ἰσόῤῥοπον πέλει" 
ἔπειτ᾽ ἐπῳδαῖς χρώμενος, σὺ θάτερον 
δοκεῖς ἄμεινον ἐξαναστῆσαι σκιάν ; 
Ὦ ξυντέλεια Θεῶν, τίν᾽ ἐκτραφεὶς τροφὴν 
ὅδ᾽ ἐς τοσοῦτο Καῖσαρ ηὐξήθη μέγας ; 
φεῦ. ὡς τῶν πρὶν, οὐ μάλ᾽ εὐκλεῶς, λελείμμεθα, 20 
e , 9 “ ’ a 
Ρώμης σφαλείσης εὐγενῶν παίδων σπορᾶς" 
ἐπεὶ τίς αἰὼν ἦν ποτ᾽, ἐξ ὅτον πάλαι 
πλημμυρὶς ἀείμνηστος ὠροθύνετο, 
ς ἢ bd Ψ Ἁ ¥ “ 
ἑνός γ᾽ ἕκατι φωτὸς ἔνδοξος μόγου; 
ἢ τίς ποτ᾽ εἶχεν ἐς τόδ᾽ ἡμέρας φράσαι, 
Ῥώμην λέγων, ὁθούνεκ᾽ εὐρωποὶ στίβοι 
ἦσαν κένανδροι δῆτα πλήν γ᾽ ἑνὸς μόνου ; 
φεῦ. ἐγώ τε καὶ σὺ τῶν. πρὶν εἰσηκούσαμεν, 
ὡς Βροῦτος ἣν τις, ὅστ᾽ ἂν ἐν Ῥώμῃ γ᾽ ἔτλη 
F5 
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The eternal devil to keep his state in Rome, 
As easily as a king. 

Bru. That you do love me, I am nothing jealous ; 
What you would work me to, I have some aim ; 
How I have thought of this, and of these times, 
I shall recount hereafter ; for this present, 

I would not, so with love I might entreat you, | 
Be any further moved. What you have said, 

I will consider; what you have to say, 

I will with patience hear: and find a time 

Both meet to hear, and answer, such high things. 


[1847. 
KING HENRY V. Acr 1. Sc. 2. 


Eze. Wuuitx that the armed hand doth fight abroad, 
The advised head defends itself at home: 
For government, though high, and low, and lower, 
Put into parts, doth keep in one consent; 
Congruing in a full and natural close, 
Like music. 

Can. True: therefore doth heaven divide 
The state of man in divers functions, 
Setting endeavour in continual motion ; 
To which is fixed, as an aim or butt, 
Obedience ; for so work the honey bees; 
Creatures, that, by a rule in nature, teach 
The act of order to a peopled kingdom. 
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ἄφθιτον ἀλάστορ᾽ οὐδὲν ἧσσον, ἤ τινα 30 
τυραννικαῖς μόναρχον ὀγκοῦσθαι γχλιδαῖς. 


ΒΡ. Φθόνος μὲν οὐδεὶς ὡς φιλεῖς μ᾽ ἐτητύμως, 


οὐδ᾽ ἄσκοπος φρὴν, ὧν θέλεις με δρᾷν, πάνυ 

ὅπως δὲ κἀγὼ ταῦτα καὶ τούτους χρόνους 

> A > 4 UA ’ 

ἐν φρεσὶν ἐνώμων, σοὶ μεθύστερον φράσω" 

ἀλλ᾽ ἔα τὸ νῦν γε, μηδὲ, σ᾽ αἰτοῦμαι φίλως, 

4 VA A / 4 Ν 

ὀργάς τι μᾶλλον μοι παροξύνῃς ἔτι. 

ὅσον μὲν οὖν εἴρηκας, ἐννοήσομαι, 

εἰ δ᾽ adr ἔχεις τί woe πλέον, κλύων τόδε 

ἀνέξομαι, καὶ καιρὸν εὐλαβήσομαι 40 
“»΄]οο 3 9 ’ ? 4 4 

τοιαῦτ᾽ ἀκούειν κἀνταμείψασθαι πάλιν. 


1841.] 


tend 
ΕΞ 
ang © 


ἝΩΣ μὲν ἔξω yelp μάχας ὡπλισμένη 
σπεύδει, πρόβουλος τἄνδον εὖ τίθησι φρήν. 
τὸ γὰρ κρατεῖν, ὑψηλὰ καὶ μέρη μέσα 

μείω τε τῶνδ᾽ ἔχον περ, ὧδ᾽ ὡρισμένον 

ὅμως ξυναινεῖ ξύμβασιν μίαν τινὰ, 

ὅ γ᾽ εἰς τελείαν ἐξέβη συμφωνίαν ᾿ 
αὐτόματον εὐάρμοστον, ὡς ἡ μουσική. 


KAN καλῶς ὄλεξας" τούγαρ ἀνθρώπων γένει 


ἄλλοισιν ἄλλα διανέμει θεὸς τέλη, 

κινῶν ἀεὶ τὴν πεῖραν, ἣ προσάπτεται 10 
σκοπός τις ἡμῖν, οὗ στοχάζεσθαι χρεὼν, 
πειθαρχία' τοιαῦτα γὰρ πονεῖ γένος 

ξουθῶν μελισσῶν, al φύσεως κατ᾽ ἐντολὴν 
εὔτακτον ἀρχὴν ἐκδιδάσκουσιν πόλινγ' 
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They have a king, and officers of sorts: 
Where some, like magistrates, correct at home; 
Others, ike merchants, venture trade abroad ; 
Others, like soldiers, armed in their stings, 
Make boot upon the summer’s velvet buds; 
Which pillage they with merry march bring heme 
Τὸ the tent-royal of their emperor: 

Who, busied in his majesty, surveys 

The singing masons building roofs of gold; 
The civil citizens kneading up the honey ; 
The poor mechanic porters crowding in 
Their heavy burdens at his narrow gate; 
The sad-eyed justice, with his surly hum, 
Delivering o’er to executors pale 

The lazy yawning drone. [I this infer,— 
That many things, having full reference 

To one concent, may work contrariously ; 

As many arrows, loosed several ways, 

Fly to one mark; 

As many several ways meet in one town; 

“As many fresh streams run in one self sea; 
As many lines close in the dial’s centre; 

So may a thousand actions, once afoot, 

End in one purpose, and be all well borne 
Without defeat. 
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βασιλεὺς yap αὐταῖς ἐστὶ, καὶ πλῆθος τελῶν' 
ὧν αἱ μὲν, ὧς ἄρχοντες, ἀπλακήματα 

οἴκοι κολάζουσ᾽, ai δὲ παντόλμοις πτεροῖς 
ζητοῦσιν ἔξω κέρδος, ὥσπερ ἔμποροι" 

ai δ᾽, ὡς στρατός, κέντροισιν ἐξηρτυμέναι, 
κάλυκας λεηλατοῦσι μαλθακὰς θέρους, 20 
ἃ δὴ φέρουσαι κλέμματ᾽ εἰς τυραννικὸν 
ἄνακτος ἀναχωροῦσι περιχαρεῖς δόμον. 

οὗτος δὲ, βασιλίκ᾽ ἀμφεπών, ἐπισκοπεῖ 
στέγη φιλῳδοὺς τέκτονας χρυσήλατα 
πλάσσοντας, ἀστούς θ᾽ ἡδὺ μάσσοντας μέλι, 
καὶ φορταγωγοὺς ἀθλίους τὰ δύσφορα 

ἄχθη ξυναθροίζοντας εἰς στενὰς πύλας, 

καὶ σμερδνὰ συρίζοντα, γοργωπὸν κριτὴν, 
κηφῆν᾽ ὃς ὠχροῖς παραδίδωσι δημίοις 

ὑπ᾽ ἀργίας χαίνοντ᾽" ad’ ὧν λογίξομαι, 80 
ὥς ἐστιν ἐλθεῖν πολλὰ δὴ πρὸς ὃν τέλος, 
ἐναντίαις ὁδοῖς περ ἐξειργασμένα. 

ὡς ἀλλόθεν γὰρ ἄλλα τυγχάνει σκοποῦ 

ἑνὸς βέλη ῥιφθέντα πολλὰ, καὶ στίβοι 
πολλοὶ ξυνῆλθον ἕν κατ' ἄστυ, καὶ ῥοαὶ 
πολλαὶ θάλασσαν εἰς μίαν ῥέουσι, καὶ 
πολλαὶ ξυνάπτουσ᾽ ἐν μέσῳ γραμμαὶ κύκλῳ. 
οὕτως ἀνήριθμ᾽ ἔργ᾽, ἅπαξ κινούμενα, 

εἰς ὃν προβαίνοι κοὐκ ἄνεν νίκης ray’ ἄν. 
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HAMLET. Act 1. So. 2. 


Qu. Goop Hamlet, cast thy nighted colour off, 
And let thine eye look like a friend on Denmark. 
Do not for ever with thy vailed lids 
Seek for thy noble father in the dust: 
Thou know’st, ’tis common; all that live must die, 
Passing through nature to eternity. 

Ham. Ay, madam, it is common. 

Qu. If it be, 
Why seems it so particular with thee? 

Ham. Seems, madam! nay, it is; I know not seems. 
Tis not alone my inky cloak, good mother, 

Nor customary suits of solemn black, 

Nor windy suspiration of forced breath, 

No, nor the fruitful river in the eye, 

Nor the dejected haviour of the visage, 

Together with all forms, modes, shews of grief, 

That can denote me truly: these, indeed, seem, 

For they are actions that a man might play: 

But I have that within which passeth shew; 

These, but the trappings and the suits of woe. 
King. 118 sweet and commendable in your nature, 

Hamlet, 
‘To give these mourning duties to your father: 


1848. 


ΑΝΑΣ. 


AMBA. 
ANA. 


‘AMBA. 
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Ork ela, τέκνον, σχῆμ᾽ ἀποῤῥίψας τόδε 
ὀρφναῖον, εὔνους τῇδε προσβαλεῖς χθονὶ 
σὸν ὄμμα; πῶς δέ σε ξυνηρεφεῖ χρεὼν 
βλεφάρῳ κράτιστον πατέρα μαστεύειν ἀεὶ 
ὧδ ἐν κόνει γῆς ; οἶσθα γὰρ, κοινὸν τόδε" 
πᾶσιν βροτοῖς τοι κατθανεῖν ὀφείλεται, 
οἷς γ᾽ ἐστὶ τἀνθάδ᾽ οἶμος εἰς τἀκεῖ φέρων 
καὶ δὴ τόδ᾽ ἐστὶ κοινόν. 

εἰ δ᾽ οὕτως ἔχει, 
τί σοὶ τοσόνδε δῆθ᾽ ὑπερφυὲς δοκεῖ; 
ἀλλ᾽ ὄστι τοῦτο, κοὐ δοκεῖ μόνον, γύναι' 10 
ὡς τοῦτ᾽ ὄγωγε τοὔπος οὐκ ἐπίσταμαι. 
ὦ φιλτάτη μοε μῆτερ, οὐ μόνον τόδε 
φᾶρος κέλαινον, οὔτε τῶν μελαμπέπλων 
νόμιμος ἐν ἀνθρώποισιν εἱμάτων χλιδὴ, 
οὐ δείν᾽ ἐπακτοῦ πνεύματος φυσήματα, 
οὔτ᾽ αὖ δι’ ὄσσων ἀφθόνως δακρυῤῥοοῦν 
va, οὐ σκυθρωπὸς ὀμμάτων κατάστασις", 
εἴδη θ᾽ ὅσ᾽ ἐστὶ καὶ τρόποι λύπης ὁμοῦ, 
οὐκ ἄν μ᾽ ὁποῖός εἶμι δείξειαν σαφῶς. 
τὸ μὲν δοκεῖν γε, oy ἐγὼ, τούτοις ἔνι, 20 
οἷς καὶ κακῶν ἄπειρος ἀσκοίη τις ἄν. 
κρεῖσσον δ᾽ ἔχω τι κἄτι τῶν ὁρωμένων" 
ταῦτ᾽ ἐστὶν ἄλγους σχῆμα καὶ κόσμος μόνον. 
Ἁμβλήτι,, aiva μέν σε τῆς προθυμίας, 
ὃς πατρὶ τιμὰς τάσδε τῷ τεθνηκότι 


1 Cf, Eur, Med, 1197: Οὔτ᾽ ὀμμάτων γὰρ δῆλος ἦν κατάστασις. 
: Cf. Soph. Trach. 590: ὡς τὸ μὲν δοκεῖν | ἔνεστι, x. τ΄ λ, 
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But you must know, your father lost a father ; 
That father lost his; and the survivor bound, 
In filial obligation, for some term 

To do obsequious sorrow: but to perséver 

In obstinate condolement, is a course 

Of impious stubbornness; *tis unmanly grief: 
It shews a will most incorrect to heaven; 

A heart unfortified, or mind impatient ; 

An understanding simple and unschool’d : 

For what we know must be, and is as common 
As any the most vulgar thing to sense, 

Why should we, in our peevish opposition, 
Take it to heart? Fie! ’tis a fault to heaven, 
A fault against the dead, a fault to nature, 
To reason most absurd; whose common theme 
Is death of fathers, and who still hath cried, 
From the first corse, till he that died to-day, 
This must be so. 


[1849. 
JULIUS CAESAR. Act 1. Sc. 1. 


Mar. WuHeEREFORE rejoice? What conquest brings 
he home? 
What tributaries follow him to Rome, 


To grace in captive bonds his chariot wheels? 


Qt 


ed 
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ὰ 
ὀρθῶς προσάπτεις"" ἀλλὰ δεῖ σκοπεῖν τόδε" 
ὁ σὸς πατὴρ γὰρ πατέρ᾽ ἀπώλεσέν ποτε, 
πρότέρον ὁμοίως αὐτὸν ἐστερημένον" 

καὶ τοὺς ἔτ᾽ ὄντας, οἷα δὴ τέκνοις πρέπει, 
ἄγοντας ἧμαρ λυπρὸν εὐσεβέστατα 80 
ὄδει κτερίζειν τοὺς ἀεὶ τεθνηκότας. 

τὸ δ᾽ ἄνδρα. λίαν δυσφορεῖν λυπούμενον 
αὐθαδίαν τοι πᾶσι τοῦτ᾽ ὀφλισκάνει" 

οὐδ᾽ εὐσεβὲς γὰρ, ἀλλ᾽ ἀνανδρίας κακῆς" 
ὅθεν θέλημα καὶ μάλ᾽ ἐξελέγχεται 
ἀκόλαστον εἰς Θεὸν, καρδία τ᾽ ἀμήχανος, 

ἢ νοῦς ἀναιδὴς, ἅμα δ᾽ ἀπαίδευτοι φρένες. 

ὃν γάρ τις οἶδεν ὄντ᾽ ἀναγκαῖον πότμον 

καὶ κοινὸν ὥς τι τῶν μάλιστ᾽ εἰθισμένων 39 
πρὸς Supar ἐλθεῖν πραγμάτων καθ᾽ ἡμέραν, 
πῶς ἀντιτείνειν δυσλόφως τ᾽ ἄγειν πρέπει; 
ἐπεὶ τοιοῦτος εἰς Θεόν θ᾽ ἁμαρτάνει 

κεὶς τοὺς θανόντας καὶ φύσιν βροτῶν ὁμοῦ, 
λόγου δ᾽ ἀπέστη πλεῖστ᾽. ἐπεὶ λόγος φιλεῖ 
πατέρων διδάσκειν θάνατον, ἀπὸ δὲ τοῦ βροτῶν 
πρῶτον θανόντος ἐς τὸν ἐν τῇδ᾽ ἡμέρᾳ 
θρήνοισιν ἀεὶ τοὺς νεκροὺς ὀδύρεται, 


“Οὐκ ὄσθ᾽ ὅπως τάδ᾽ οὐ γενήσεταί Tote.” 


ΜΑΡ.ΤΙ χάρμα; ποῖον νόστιμον φέρει κράτος ; 


πομπὴν tly αἰχμαλωτίδ᾽ εἰς Ῥώμην ἄγει, 
ὀχήματος τροχοῖσι δεσμίαν χάριν; 


1 Cf. Soph, Elect. 355: ὥστε τῷ τεθνηκότι | τιμὰς προσάπτειν, κι 7.2. 
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You blocks, you stones, you worse than senseless 
things ! 

O you hard hearts, you cruel men of Rome, 
Knew you not Pompey? Many. a time and oft 
Have you climb’d up to walls and battlements, 
To towers and windows, yea, to chimney-tops, 
Your infants in your arms, and there have sat 
The live-long day, with patient expectation, 
To see great Pompey pass the streets of Rome: 
And when you saw his chariot but appear, 
Have you not made an universal shout, 
That Tyber trembled underneath her banks, 
To hear the replication of your sounds, 
Made in her concave shores? 
And do you now put on your best attire? 
And do you now cull out a holiday? 
And do you now strew flowers in his way, 
That comes in triumph over Pompey’s blood? 
Be gone; 
Run to your houses, fall upon your knees, 
Pray to the gods to intermit the plague 
That needs must light on this ingratitude. 

Flav. Go, go, good countrymen, and, for this fault, 
Assemble all the poor men of your sort; 
Draw them to Tyber banks, and weep your tears 
Into the channel, till the lowest stream 
Do kiss the most exalted shores of all. 
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ὦ ξύλα, πέτροι τε, κεῖ τι τῶνδ᾽ ἀνουστερον, 

ὦ δεινὰ Ῥώμης θρέμματ᾽, ὦ σκληραὶ φρένες, 

Πομπεῖον οὐκ ἐγνώκαθ᾽ , of γε πολλὰ δὴ 

τοίχων ἐπεμβαίνοντες, ἠδ᾽ ἐπαλξέων, 

πύργων τε θυρίδων᾽ τ᾽, ἀλλὰ κἀετῶν ἔπι, 

αὐτοῖσι νηπίοισιν, ὧδε τλημόνως 

πανήμεροι κάθησθ᾽ ἄν, εἰ Ῥώμης dd0vs 10 

τὸν κλεινὸν ἄνδρα διαπερῶντ᾽ ἴδουιτέ πως" 

ὁπότε δ᾽ ἐς ὄψιν καὶ πρόσω δίφρος μόλοι, 

ξύμπαντες ἐν τῷδ᾽ οὐχὶ πάγκοινον βοὴν 

ἐπωρθιάξεθ᾽, ὥσθ᾽ ὑπ’ ὄχθαισιν τρόμῳ 

πτῆξαι Θύβριν κλύουσαν, ἐν κοίλαις ὅσος 

ἀκταῖσιν ὑμῖν ἀντεφώγησεν κτύπος ; 

εἶτ᾽ ἐνδυτοὶ τανῦν γε κάλλεσιν πέπλων, 

τόδ᾽ ὡς ἑορτὴν ἦμαρ ἐξαιρεῖσθ᾽ ἄγειν ; 

καὶ τῷδε νῦν ἐστρώσατ᾽ ἄνθεσιν στίβον 

τῷ γ᾽ ἐν σφαγαῖς χλίοντε Πομπείου περᾶν; 

ἀλλ᾽ ἐκποδὼν ἀπέλθετ᾽ εἰς οἴκους δρόμῳ, 21 

καὶ προσπίτνοντες γονυπετεῖς ἕδρας θεοὺς 

λιταῖς σεβίζετ᾽, hy ἀπείρξωσιν νόσον 

τὴν ἐμπεσεῖν μέλλουσαν ὧδ᾽ ἀγνώμοσιν. 
ΦΛΑ. Ὦ ξυμπολῖται, τῆσδ᾽ ἁμαρτίας ὕπερ 

οὐκ ef ἀθροίσεθ᾽ ὅστις ὡς ὑμεῖς ἀνὴρ 

πένης κέκληται, καὶ προσελθόντες πέλας 

Θύβριδος παρ᾽ ὄχθας τέγξετ᾽ εἰς κρουνὸν λίβη 

ξύμμικτα δακρύων, ἔς τ᾽ ἂν αἱ κάτω ῥοαὶ 

θόρωσ᾽ én’ ἀκτὰς τὰς μάλισθ᾽ ὑπερτάτας ; 30 
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MERCHANT OF VENICE Act 5b. Sc. 1. 
LORENZO. JESSICA, 

Lor. How sweet the moon-light sleeps upon this bank ! 
Here will we set, and let the sounds of music 
Creep in our ears; soft stillness and the night, 
Becomes the touches of sweet harmony. 

Sit, Jessica: look how the floor of heaven 

Is thick inlaid with patines of bright gold; 
There’s not the smallest orb, which thou behold’st, 
But in his motion like an angel sings, 

Still quiring to the young-eyed cherubims: 
Such harmony is in immortal souls; 

But, whilst this muddy vesture of decay 

Doth grossly close it in, we cannot hear it.— 
Come ho, and wake Diana with a hymn ; 

With sweetest touches pierce your mistress’ ear, 
And draw her home with music. 

Jes. I am never merry when I hear sweet music. 

Lor. The reason is, your spirits are attentive: 
For do but note a wild and wanton herd, 

Or race of youthful and unhandled colts, 

Fetching mad bounds, bellowing, and neighing loud, 
Which is the hot condition of their blood; 

If they but hear perchance a trumpet sound, 

Or any air of music touch their ears, 
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AOPINTIO“S. ΙΗΣΣΙΚΗ. 


᾿ Ee _ ΄.» 


AQP. ΟΙΟΝ σελήνης ἡδὺ κοιμᾶται φάος 
Τοῦτον κατ᾽ ὄχθον" τῇδε συγκαθημένοις 
ἡμῖν δι’ ὥτων σταζέτω μολπῆς γάνος" 
τὸ γὰρ γαληνὸν, νυκτὸς ἐν καταστάσ εἰ, 

| μελῳδίας φίλτροισιν εὐρύθμον πρέπει" 

γύναι, σὺ δ᾽ Kove’ ὄδαφος οὐρανοῦ τόδε 
βλέφ᾽ ὡς ἄραρε χρυσοδαιδάλοις κύκλοις" 
τούτων ἅπας τις, κἄνπερ οὕλάχιστος 4, 
τέμνων κέλευθον, φθέγγεται θεῖον νόμον 
ἀεὶ ξυνάδων τοῖς νεογλήνοις χοροῖς. 10 
τοιόνδε τοι ψνχαῖσιν ἀφθάρτοις μέλος 
ἔνδον ξυνοικεῖ, νῦν δ᾽ ἐν ᾧ τόδ᾽ ἀμπέχει 
πηλοῦ φθίνοντος ἕρκος, οὐκ ἐπάομεν᾽. 
Ἀλλ᾽ ela μολπαῖς ἐξεγείρετ᾽ Ἄρτεμιν, 
τερπνοῖσι δ᾽ ὦτα συντετραίνοντες γόμοις 
τὴν δεσπότιν προπέμπετ᾽ ἄδοντες δόμον. 

IHS. Μολπὴν κλύουσ᾽ ἡδεῖαν οὐ φαιδρύνομα δ. 

AQP. Ἐπαιτία γὰρ φροντὶς, 7 ξυνεξζξύγης" 
ἄθρει γὰρ αὐτίκ᾽ ἀγρίων βοσκημάτων 
ἀγέλην ὑβριστὴν, κἀξζύγων πώλων yévos, 20 
ὅτ᾽ ἐμμανεῖ σκιρτῶσιν ἐν πηδήματι 
μυκώμενοί τε δεινά τ᾽ ἐμβριμώμενοι, 
οἷον τὸ θερμὸν ἐμπέφυκεν αἵματι" 
ἀλλ᾽ εἰ βοὴν αἴσθοιντο σάλπιγγός ποθεν, 


1 Οὗ Rhes. 111. 
* Cf Herc. Fur. 772, ἐπάειν for ἐπαΐειν. 
* Alia lectio,—KAvovoa τερπνῶν ovwor’ εὐθυμώ μελών. 
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You shall perceive them make a mutual stand, 
Their savage eyes turn’d to a modest gaze, 

By the sweet power of music :—Therefore, the poet 
Did féign that Orpheus drew trees, stones, and floods ; 
Since naught so stockish, hard, and full of rage, 
But music for the time doth change his nature: 
The man that hath no music in himself, 

Nor is not moved with concord of sweet sounds, 

Is fit for treasons, stratagems, and spoils ; 

The motions of his spirit are dull as night, 

And his affections dark as Erebus: 


Let no such man be trusted. 
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% τις δ ὥτων μουσικὴ βάλλοι πνοή, 
ἴδοις ἂν ἀντύπρῳρον ἴσχονταϑ στάσιν, 
αἰδῶ βλέποντα ἀγρίοισιν ὄμμασιν, 
μελῳδίας θέλγητρα' τούγαρ ’Opdéa 
ποταμοὺς ἄγοντ᾽ ἔθηκε, δένδρα, καὶ πέτρας 
ὃ μουσοποιός" οὐδὲν ὡς ὧδ᾽ ἄγριον 80 
οὔτ᾽ ὠμὸν οὔτε σκληρόν ἐσθ᾽, ὁποῖον οὐχ 
ὕμνων ἐπῳδαῖς ἐξεπάδεται φύσιν. 

ὅστις γὰρ ἐν Μούσαισι pyr’ αὐτὸς φρονεῖ, 
μήθ᾽ ἡδυμόλποις τέγγεται ξυμφωνίαις, 
δόλων, προδοσία, ἁρπωγῆς τ᾽ ἐρᾶν ἔφυ, 
νωθὲς δ᾽ ἔχει τὸ λῆμα, νυκτὶ πρόσφορον, 
ὁποῖα δ᾽ "Ἔρεβος σκότια τἀνθυμήματα" 
οὔτοι φύσει τοιῷδε πιστεύειν χρεών. 
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KING HENRY IV. Parr 11. Acr 4. So. 4, 


Come hither, Harry, sit thou by my bed; 

And hear, I think, the very latest counsel 

That ever I shali breathe. Heaven knows, my son, 
By what by-paths, and indirect crook’d ways, 

I met this crown; and I myself know well, 

How troublesome it sat upon my head: 

To thee it shall descend with better quiet, 

Better opinion, better confirmation ; 

For all the soil of the achievement goes 

With me into the earth. It seem’d in me, 

But as an honour snatch’d with boisterous hand; 
And I had many living, to upbraid 

My gain of it by their assistances ; 

Which daily grew to quarrel], and to bloodshed, 
Wounding supposed peace: all these bold fears, 
Thou see’st, with peril I have answered: 

For all my reign hath been but as a scene 

Acting that argument; and now my death 
Changes the mode; for what in me was purchased, 
Falls upon thee in a more fairer sort; 

So thou the garland wear’st successively. 

Yet, though thou stand’st more sure than J could do, 
Thou art not firm enough, since griefs are green ; 
And all thy friends which thou must make thy friends, 


185].] PORSON PRIZE. 121 


BASIAEYS, 


Arrp’, ἐλθὲ δεῦρ᾽, “Εῤῥικε, xamidéuvios 
“ ” Oy a , 
ἕξων ἄκουε τήνδ᾽ ἐμοῦ παραίνεσιν 
πανύστατον νῦν, ὡς δοκῶ, μυθουμένον. 
ὦ παῖ, τὸ θεῖον οἷδε τοῦθ᾽, ὅπως πάλας 
A 3 Ν) / , , 

σκολιῶν δι’ οἴμων κάμπιμον σπεύδων δρόμον 
στέφους ἔκυρσα τοῦδε, καὶ τοὐμὸν κάρα 
ὧς πικρὸν Wor’? ἄχθος οἶδ᾽ ἐγὼ καλῶν" 

\ > 3 , me ς = 
σὺ δ᾽ ἐν μέρει τόδ᾽ ἡσυχαίτερον vepeis 
δόξαις τε καὶ ψήφοισι κυρωθὲν βροτῶν, 
τὸ πᾶν γὰρ αἶσχος τῶν μεμηχανημένων 10 
ον \ ay 3 , 
ὑπὸ χθονὸς τῷδ᾽ ἀνδρὶ συνταφήσεται. 
ἐμοῦ δ᾽ ἀεὶ φοροῦντος ἦν τόδ᾽ ὡς ἰδεῖν 
ἄγαλμα χερσὶν ἀγρίαις ἡρπασμένον" 
πολλοὶ δ᾽ ἔτ᾽ ἔξων τοὐμὸν ἐνδατούμενοι 
ὡς ξυμμαχοῖεν κἀκπονήσειαν κράτοϑ᾽ 
νεῖϊκός τ᾽ ἔφυ τοὐνθένδε, καὶ καθ’ ἡμέραν 
ὕπουλον ἐσπάρασσεν εἰρήνην φόνος. 
ἅπασι τοίνυν τοῖσδε κινδύνοις ἐμοὶ 
πολλὰ ξυνοῖσθα δεινά θ᾽ ἡμιλλημένῳ" 
ἀφ᾽ οὗ γὰρ ἦρχον, of ἔδρασα, δρᾶν py’ ἐχρῆν 2 
πρὸς αὐτὸ τοῦτο σχῆμα δ᾽ ἐξαλλάξεται 
ἐμοῦ θωνόντος' τὴν ἐμὴν γὰρ ἁρπαγὴν 

Ἁ / νι 3 4 
τρόπῳ σὺ δέξει μᾶλλον εὐπρεπεστέρῳ 
γένους κατ᾽ ἀγχιστεῖα τὸ στέφος φορῶν. 
A 9 3 \ “ 3 3 Φ 
κῦρος δ᾽ ἔχων σὺ μεῖξον ἤ ποτ᾽ ἣν ἐμοί, 
οὐκ ἐμπέδως Eornxas’ ἑλκαίνει δὲ πρὸς 
τοῖς σοῖς φίλοι, ods δὴ φίλου» ποιητέον, 
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Have but their stings and teeth newly ta’en out; 
By whose fell working I was first advanced, 

And by whose power I well might lodge a fear 
To be again displaced: which to avoid, 

I cut them off; and had a purpose now 

To lead out many to the Holy Land; 

Lest rest, and lying still, might make them look 
Too near unto my state. Therefore, my Harry, 
Be it thy course, to busy giddy minds 

With foreign quarrels; that action, hence borne out, 
May waste the memory of the former days. 


MACBETH. Αστ 1. So. 7. 


Ir it were done, when ’tis done, then ’twere well 
It were done quickly: If the assassination 

Could trammel up the consequence, and catch, 
With his surcease, success; that but this blow 

' Might be the be-all and the end-all here, 

But here, upon this bank and shoal of time,— 
We'd jump the life to come.—But, in these cases, . 
We still have judgment here; that we but teach 
Bloody instructions, which, being taught, return 
To plague the inventor: This even-handed justice 
Commends the ingredients of our poisoned chalice 
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τὰ τραύμαθ᾽, ot ye γομφίους νέον βίᾳ 
ἀπεστέρηνται κέντρα θ᾽" ὧν πανουργίᾳ 
τὸ πρόσθ᾽ ἐπαρθεὶς, εἶτα τῶν αὐτῶν ὕπο 80 
ς ν > ἢ ΔῊ / 
ἣν, ὥσπερ εἰκός, μὴ καθαιροίμην, δέος. 
τόδ᾽ οὖν φυλαχθεὶς τοὺς μὲν ἔκτανον λαβών, 
πολλοὺς δ᾽ ἐς Ἱερὰν γῆν ἔμελλον ἐξάγειν, 

\ aA» ΜΚ) 3 Ἁ 3 A / 
μὴ χεῖρ᾽’ ἔχοντες ἀργὸν ἐν σχολῇ βίου 
τοὐμὸν λίαν ξητοῖεν ὧς ἔχοι κράτος. 
cot 8 οὖν μελέσθω, τέκνον, αὐτίκ᾽ ἐμπλέκειν, 
εἰ κουφόνουφ τίς ἐστιν, ἐκδήμοις πόνοις" 

as ἂν δι’ ἔργων μνῆστις ἐσπουδασμένων 
πᾶσ᾽ ἐξαλειφθῇ τῶν πάροιθεν ἡμερῶν. 


3 * 


Ei πεπράξεται τόδ᾽ épyov; εὖτ᾽ ἂν ἢ πεπραγμένον, 

πρακτέον καὶ τὴν ταχίστην" εἰ γὰρ ἡ διαφθορὰ 

εἰργαθεῖν ἔχοι τὸ μέλλον, εἰς θ᾽’ ἅπαξ μάρψαι τέλος 

λπίδων κείνου πίτνοντος, πλῆγμα θ᾽ ev μόνον τόδε 

εἰς τὰ νῦν τὸ πᾶν γένοιτο, καὶ τελεσφόρον «έρας, 

ἀλλὰ νῦν τοιᾶσδ᾽ ἐπ’ ἀκτῆς τοῦ παρεστῶτος χρόνου---" 

ῥίψομεν κεῖνον τὸν ἄλλον' τῶν δὲ τοιούτων ἀεὶ 

ἡ δίκη καὶ νῦν ἔπεστιν' ὥστε καὶ διδάσκομεν 

φοινίας ἄλλως μαθήσεις, ὧν μετέρχεται πάλιν 

τοὺς ἐφευρόντας τὸ πῆμα, χὴ ταλαντοῦχος Δίκη 10 

wpos στόμ᾽ αὐτοῖσιν «τροτείνει φάρμακ᾽, μῶν δέπας 
G 
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To our own lips. He’s here in double trust : 
First, as I am his kinsman and his subject, 
Strong both against the deed; then, as his host, 
Who should against his murderer shut the door, 
Not bear the knife myself. Besides, this Duncan 
Hath borne his faculties so meek, hath been 

So clear in his great office, that his virtues 

Will plead like angels, trumpet-tongued, against 
The deep damnation of his taking off: 

And pity, like a naked new-born babe, 

Striding the blast, or heaven’s cherubim, hors’d 
Upon the sightless couriers of the air, 

Shall blow the horrid deed in every eye, 

That tears shall drown the wind.—I have no spur 
To prick the sides of my intent, but only 
Vaulting ambition, which o’er-leaps itself, 

And falls on the other.—How now, what news? 


THE NEW INN. Aor 4. So. 3 
Lov. So help me Love, and my good sword at need. 
It is the greatest virtue, and the safety 
Of all mankind, the object of it is danger. 
A certain mean ’twix fear and confidence : 
No inconsiderate rashness or vain appetite 
Of false encountering formidable things; 
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ἐκπιεῖν" ὁ δ᾽ ἐνθάδ᾽ ἡμῖν καὶ διπλῶς ἐχέγγυος" 

εἰμὴὲ γὰρ τὸ μὲν ξύναιμος ἐν νόμῳ θ᾽ ὑπήκοος--- 
κάρτα γὰρ τάδ᾽ ἀντιτείνει---δεύτερον δὲ πρόξενος, 

ὅν γ᾽ ἔδει θυραῖς ἀπείργειν τοῦ κτενοῦντος εἴσοδον, 
μὴ ξίφους αὐτὸν λαβέσθαι χερσίν" εἶθ᾽ 6 Koipavos 
δεῦρ᾽ ἀεὶ ξύνεστιν ἀρχῇ mpevpevns ἄγαν, κράτος 
τοῦτ᾽ ἔχων οὕτως ἄμομφον, ὥστ᾽ ἀνήσουσιν βοὴν 
ἁρεταὶ χαλκοστόμοισι δαιμόνων κηρύγμασιν, 

οἷος ὧν οἵᾳ ξὺν ἄτῃ δυσσεβῶ» ἀνηρέθη" 20 
Xa μέγας θανόντος οἶκτος, νεογενοῦς παιδὸς δίκην, 
τηλόθ ἐμβεβὼς πνοαῖσιν, εὐπτέρων δ᾽ ὀχήμασιν 
δάιμόνων, τυφλοῖσιν ἀνεμῶν ἀγγάροις ἱππηλατῶν, 
ἐμβαλεῖ τὸ δεινὸν ἔργον πᾶσιν εἰς ὄψιν βροτοῖς, 
ὥστε καὶ σβέσαι θύελλαν δακρύων πλημμυρίδι" 

νῦν δ᾽ ἐμοί γ᾽ οὐκ ἔστι κέντρον τῶν ἐμῶν βουλευμάτων, 
πλὴν μόνον φίλαρχος ἐλπὶς, ἡ δ᾽ ὑπερθοροῦσ᾽ ἄνω 
ἅλμα μεῖζον ἢ καθ᾽ αὑτὴν, καὶ πεσοῦσ᾽ εἰς θἅτερα 
σφάλλεται" γύναι, τί δ᾽ ἐστίν ; ἢ τίν᾽ ἀγγέλλεις λόγον ; 


ΛΟ. ΞΥΛΛΑΒοιθ᾽ οὕτως Ἔρως μοι κἀσθλὸν ἣν δέῃ ξίφος" 
ἐξοχωτάτη γὰρ ἀρετῶν ἦδε, καὶ σωτηρίαν 
πᾶσιν ἀνθρώποις πορίξουσ᾽ εἰς τὸ δεινὸν ἔρχεται. 
κἂν μέσῳ φόβου τίς ἐστι τῆς τ᾽’ ἄγαν εὐθαρσίας" 
κοὐ λέγω τόλμην ἄβουλον καὶ φρενὸς προθυμίαν 
κουφόνουν μάτην φιλοῦσαν δειμάτων ἐλθεῖν πέλας, 


Ψ.1. ἔλαβες τὸν ἱκέτην ἐχέγγνον, ΒΟΡΗ, GC. 284, 
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But a true science of distinguishing 
What’s good or evil. It springs out of reason, 
And tends to perfect honesty, the scope 
Is always honour, and the public good: 
It is no valour for a private cause. 
Lord B. No! not for reputation? 
Lov. That’s man’s idol, 
Set up ’gainst God, the maker of all laws, 
Who hath commanded us we should not kill; 
. And yef we say, we must for rcputation. 
What honest man can either fear his own, 
Or else will hurt another’s reputation? 
Fear to do base unworthy things is valour; 
If they be done to us, to suffer them 
Is valour too. The office of a man 
That’s truly valiant, is considerable 
Three ways: the first is in respect of matter, 
Which still is danger; in respect of form, 
Wherein he must preserve his dignity; 
And in the end, which must be ever lawful. 
Lord L. But men, when they are heated and in passion, 
Cannot consider. 
Lov. Then it is not valour. 
I never thought an angry person valiant: 
Virtue is never aided by a vice. 
What need is there of anger and of tumult; 
When reason can do the same things, or more? 
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AO 


AO. 


᾿ 


ἀλλ᾽ ἐπιστήμην ἀληθῆ πρᾶγμα πᾶν διειδέναι, 
χρηστὸν εἴτε φαῦλόν ἐστι" κἀκ λόγου μὲν ἐξέφυ 
εἰς δ᾽ ἀλήθειαν προβαίνει πάνδικον, βλέπουσ᾽ ἀεὶ 
πρὸς τὸ γενναῖον μάλιστα δημοτῶν T εὐπραξίαν" 10 
οὗ γὰρ οἰκείων ἕκατι πραγμάτων γενήσεται. 
πῶς λέγεις ; ἄρ᾽ οὐ γένοιτ᾽ ἂν τῆς γε κληδόνος χάριν ; 
οὐ γὰρ ἥδε γ᾽ ἐν βροτοῖσι μῶρον ἵδρυται σέβας 
τῷ καταστήσαντι θεσμὰ πάντ᾽ ἐναντία θεῷ, 

οὗ σαφῶς εἰπόντος ἡμῖν μηδαμῆ κτείνειν, ὅμως 
τοῦτο δρῶμεν ἐξ ἀνάγκης κληδόνος δῆθεν χάριν ; 
τίς δ᾽ ἂν ἢ δεῖσαι δύναιτ᾽ ἂν αὐτὸς οἰκείας ὕπερ 
ἢ διαφθεῖραι θυραίαν κληδόν᾽, ἐσθλὸς ὦν γ᾽ ἀνήρ ; 
τἀσχρὰ γὰρ καὶ μὴ πρέποντα τὸν ποιεῖν αἰδούμενον 
τόνδε τ᾽ ἀνδρεῖον καλοίμ'᾽ ἂν, κἀῦθις ἀνδρεῖον λέγω 20 

3 , e 4 a” 7 / 

εἰ παθῶν Tis ἡσυχάζει" τοῦ δὲ τοιούτου τρόπον, 
εἰ μάλ᾽ ἀνδρεῖός τίς ἐστιν, ἐν τρισὶ ξζητήμασι 
σκεπτέον᾽ πρῶτον μὲν ἔργου τοῦ προκειμένου πέρι" 

A 39 9 4 μὲ ἃ J \ 7 
τοῦτ᾽ ἀεὶ κίνδυνον ἔσται' σχήματος δὲ Sevropov 
εὐπρεποῦς, ὅπως μάλιστα τἀξίωμα σώσεται, 
4 \ Ἁ / 4 9 ’ 
εἶτα δὴ καὶ τὴν τελευτήν᾽ ἔννομον δ᾽ εἷναι χρεών. 
9 8.ν»»"Ὰ red VA N 3 3 Ἁ \ 
AXX ἀνὴρ ὅταν τύγῃ τις θερμὸϑ εἰς ὀργὴν πεσὼν, 
οὐκέτι σκοπεῖν δύναιτ᾽ ἄν' 
οὐδ᾽ ἂν ἀνδρεῖος κυροῖ" 

οὐ γὰρ ἀνδρείους νομίξω τοὺς χολωθέντας βροτῶν, 80 
ἀρετὴ γὰρ οὐκ ὄναιτ᾽ ἂν τῆς πονηρίαϑ ποτ᾽ ἄν' 
καὶ χόλου χρεία τίς ἔσται καὶ ταρώγματος φρενῶν 
εἰ λόγος τά τ᾽’ αὐτὰ δρᾶσαι καὶ πλέον δυνήσεται ; 
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THE FOX. Aor 8. So. 1. 
Mosca. 


I reaR [1 shall begin to grow in love 
With my dear self and my most prosperous parts, 


They do so spring and burgeon; I can feel 
A whimsy in my blood: I know not how, 


Success hath made me wanton. I could skip 

Out of my skin now, like a subtle snake, 

I am so limber, O! your parasite 

Is a most precious thing, dropt from above, 

Not bred ’mongst clods and clod-poles here on earth. 
I muse the mystery was not made a science, 

It is so liberally profest!. almost 

All the wise world is little else , in nature, 

But parasites or sub-parasites. And yet 

I mean not those that have your bare town-art, 

To know who’s fit to feed them; have no house, 
No family, no care, and therefore mould 

Tales for men’s ears, to bate that sense; or get 
Kitchen-invention, and some stale receipts 

To please the belly and the groin: nor those, 
With their court dog-tricks, that can fawn and fleer, 
Make their revenue out of legs and faces, 
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KOAAZ. 


"EMOYTE νὴ Δί᾽ ἐπιτυφήσομαι τάχα 

τῆς T ἀγχινοίας οἷον εὖ πράξασά μοι 

ἤνθηκε κἀξῴδηκε' γάργαλος μὲν οὖν 

ἔκνησε τὰ σφύξοντα, κἀπ᾽ ἀγαθῇ τύχῃ 
σφρυγᾶν δοκῶ μοι, πτεροφυεῖν, κερουτιῶν. 

ἢ κάρτ᾽ ἂν, ὡς ὄφις, ἐκ δάρους ἀπεπλιξάμην, 
ol ἐλαφρός eis’ χαῖρε, χαῖρέ μοι, κόλαξ' 
δεινὸν λέγω σε θρέμμα, διοπετὲς σέβας, 
ἀγρῶν τ᾽’ ἀγροίκων τ᾽ ἄμορον, οὐράνιον πάνυ. 
ἐθαύμασ᾽ εἰ τῆς κολακικῆς διδάσκαλος 10 
μηδεὶς πέφηνεν, ἣν ἅπαντες ἄντικρυς 

ἀσκοῦσί γ᾽ ὅτι μάλιστα' πάντας γοῦν ὅσοι 
ἐν τῇ πόλει κλύουσιν ὀξύτατοι φύσιν, 

ἢ κόλακας ἄν τις ἢ κολάκων κόλακας καλοῖ. 
οὐ μὴν ἐναριθμῷῶ τοῖσδ᾽, ὃς ἂν σόφισματα 
εὑρὼν βάναυσ᾽, ἄπαις, ἀγύναιξ, ἀνέστιοο, 
σκοπῶν δὲ παρ᾽ ὅτῳ ῥᾷστ᾽ ἀεὶ τῶν πλουσίων 
κάψει τὸ τέμαχος, εἶτα συμπλάττῃ λόγους 
δελεάσματ᾽ ὥτων' κἂν σπάσῃ τῇδ᾽,---εἰ δὲ μὴ, 
ἡδύσματ᾽ ἤδη φίλοσοφῶν, σαπροῖς τισὶ 20 
ὑπογλυκαίνει Teyvidlois τὰς γαστέρας. 
ἀναίνομαι δὲ xel tis, ὥσπερ κυνίδιον, 

σαίνων, σεσηρὼς, ὑποπεσὼν τῷ δεσπότῃ, 
σκελῶν προσώπων τ᾽ ἀντίμισθ᾽ οἴσει γέρα, 


ν.1. Vid. Aristoph. Lys. 221. ὅπως ἂν ἁνὴρ ἐπιτυφῇ μάλιστά μου. 
y. 4. Vid, Plat. Pheedr. 251. D. 
y. 19, Cf. Aristoph, Vesp. 175, ἀλλ᾽ οὐκ ἔσπασεν ταύτῃ ye, 
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Echo my lord, and lick away a moth: 

But your fine elegant rascal, that can rise, 
And stoop, almost together, like an arrow; 
Shoot through the air as nimbly as a star; 
Turn short as doth a swallow; and be here, 
And there, and here, and yonder, all at once; 
Present to any humour, all occasion ; 

And change a visor swifter than a thought! 
This is the creature had the art born with him; 
Toils not to learn it, but doth practice it 

Out of most excellent nature: and such sparks 
Are the true parasites, others but their zanis. 


BONDUCA. Act 38. So. 2. 


To bid you fight is needless : ye are Romans, 

The name will fight itself: to tell ye who 

You go to fight against, his power, and nature, 

But loss of time; ye know it, know it poor, 

And oft have made it so: to tell ye further 

His body shews more dreadful than it has done, 

To him that fears less possible to deal with, 

Is best to stick more honour on your actions, 

Load ye with virtuous names, and to your memories 
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λέγοντ᾽ ἐπαινῶν, χλανίδος ἀπολείχων τρίχα. 
οὗτος, σὲ δ᾽ εὖ ζηλοῖμ᾽ ἂν, ὦ γλαφυρώτατε, 
ὦ κομψότατ᾽ ἀνδρῶν, ὅστις ἐξ ὁρμῆς μιᾶς 

’ > 3 , 3 ᾽ \ Ψ 9 a" 
κύπτεις τ᾽ ἀνακύπτεις T οἰστὸς ὥς, δι’ αἰθέρος 
Ν , a 3 9 e A 
ἄττων κομήτου θᾶττον, ἐκ δ᾽ ὑποστροφῆς, 
ἅπερ χελιδὼν, ἀνάπαλιν κάμπτεις πτερὸν 80 
ἐκεῖσε, τῇδε, δεῦρ, ἐπέκειν᾽, ἅν tis ποθῇ 

ς lA 3 Ν , / UA 
ἑκάστοτ᾽ ἔργῳ προφθάσας, προσωπά τε 
ἄλλ᾽ ἄλλοτ᾽ ἐνδὺς ἐν ἀκαρεῖ τῆς φροντίδος. 
ἢ σύγγονον τήνδ᾽ elyes ἐξ ἀρχῆς τέχνην, 

“ 3 N 3 3 3 
πόνῳ μὲν οὐ μαθητὸν, ἀλλ᾽ ἀσκουμένην 
Φύσεως ἕκατι τῆς χαριεστάτης θεοῦ. 
σύ μοι, σὺ μοῦνος, οὗξ ἀληθείας κόλαξ, 
τοὺς δ᾽ ἀριθμὸν ἄλλως καὶ σκιὰν λογίξομαι. 


e 


Or δεῖ κελευσμῶν ὑμὶν οἷς Ῥώμης πάτρας 
γεγῶσι τοὔνομ᾽ αὐτὸ μάρνασθαι θέλει' 

καὶ μὴν τίς ἐσθ᾽ ὁ ξυμβαλῶν οἷός τ’ ἔφυ 
φύσιν σθένος τε διατριβὴ πολλὴ λέγειν. 
ἀλκὴν γὰρ ἴσθ᾽, ὡς οὐδέν, ἥν γε πολλάκι» 
ἐφθείρατ᾽ αὐτοί: πρὸς δὲ τοῖσδ᾽ ἐὰν φράσω 
ὡς μᾶλλον ἢ πρὶν δεινὸς ηὐξῆσθαι δοκεῖ 
τῷ τ᾽ ἐκπλαγέντι hate δυσμαχώτερος, 
πῶς οὐκ ἂν ἔργοις προσβαλὼν ὑμῶν νέαν᾽ 
εὔκλειαν, ὄγκον ὀνομάτων ἐσθλῶν μέγαν, 


v. 81. Cf. Id. Aves, 424, καὶ τὸ τῇδα καὶ τὸ κεῖσε, καὶ τὸ δεῦρο 
“προσβιβᾷ λέγων, 
H 
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Tie never-dying Time and Fortune constant. 

Go on in full assurance: draw your swords 

As daring and as confident as Justice; 

The gods of Rome fight for ye: loud Fame calls ye, 
Pitched on the topless Apennine, and blows 

To all the under-world, all nations, the seas, 

And unfrequented deserts where the snow dwells; 
Wakens the ruined monuments, and there, 

Where nothing but eternal death and sleep is, 
Informs again the dead bones with your virtues. 

Go on, I say; valiant and wise rule Heaven, 

And all the great aspects attend them: do but blow 
Upon this enemy, who, but that we want foes, 
Cannot deserve that name; and like a mist, 

A lazy fog, before your burning valours 

You'll find him fly to nothing. This is all: 

We have swords, and are the sons of ancient Romans, 
Heirs to their endless valours: fight and conquer. 
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ζεύξαιμ᾽ ἂν ὑμῖν μνήμον᾽ εἰς ἀεὶ τύχην 
χρόνον τ᾽ ἀγήρω ; στείχετ᾽ εὐθαρσῶς" ξίφος 
θρασὺς πρόκωπον πᾶς tis εὐτρεπιζέτω 
Δίκη θ᾽ ὅπως εὔελπις: οἱ Ῥώμης θεοὶ 
ὑμῶν ὑπερμαχοῦσι, προσκαλεῖ θ᾽ ἕδραν 
θακοῦσ᾽ ἐπ᾽ ὄρεσιν ᾿Ιταλίας ὑπερτάτοις 
Κληδών, ὑπέρ θ᾽ ἴησι τὴν κάτω χθόνα 
ἔθνη τε πόντου T οἶδμα σάλπιγγος βοήν, 
νιφοστιβεῖς τε κἀβάτους ἐρημίας" 

εἶτ᾽ ἐξεγείρει μνημάτων ἐρείπια, 

ὅπου μεθ᾽’ ὕπνον θάνατος αἰανὴς μόνου 
μάνος ξυνοικεῖ, κἀρεταῖς ὑμῶν πάλιν 

ὀστᾶ τίθησ’ ἔμψυχα τῶν κεκμηκότων'" 

ἴτ᾽ ovv’ σοφοῖς γὰρ τοῖσί τ᾽ ἀλκίμοις βροτῶν 
Tav οὐρανῷ πείθαρχα, καὶ κλεινῶν ῥοπαὶ 
ἄστρων ἕπονται" νῦν δὲ δεῖ πνεῦσαι μόνον 
ἐπ᾽ ἐχθρὰν---ὅς γ᾽ οὐδ᾽ ἐχθρὸς ἤκουσ᾽ ἄν ποτε 
εἰ μή τις ἡμῖν πολεμίων χρεία παρῆν’--- 
καὶ δὴ σκεδασθείς, εὖτ᾽ ἂν ἀνδρείῳ πυρὶ 
φλέγηθ᾽, ὁμίχλης ἢ νέφους ἀργοῦ δίκην, 

εἰς οὐδὲν ἔῤῥει φροῦδος" εἴρηται λόγος" 
ξίφη πάρεσθ᾽ ἡμεῖς δὲ Ῥωμαίων σπορὰ 
ἀλκῆς λαχόντες ἀφθίτον παγκληρίαν 
ὁρμῶμεν ἤδη ξὺν δίκῃ νικηφόρῳ. 
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KING HENRY VI. Parr 111. Αοτ 1. Sc. 4. 


Yorkg.- 


Sue-wotr of France, but worse than wolves of France, 
Whose tongue more poisons than the adder’s tooth! 
How ill-beseeming is it in thy sex, 

To triumph, like an Amazonian trull, 

Upon. their woes, whom fortune captivates! 

But that thy face is, vizor-like, unchanging, 

Made impudent with use of evil deeds, 

I would assay, proud queen, to make thee blush: 
To tell thee whence thou camest, of whom derived, 
Were shame enough to shame thee, wert thou not shame- 
Thy father bears the type of king of Naples, - [less. 
- Of both the Sicils, and Jerusalem ; 

Yet not so wealthy as an English yeoman. 

Hath that poor monarch taught thee to insult? 

It needs not, nor it boots thee not, proud queen; 
Unless the adage must be verified,— 

That beggars, mounted, run their horse to death. 
Tis beauty that doth oft make women proud ; 

But God, He knows, thy share thereof is small: 
"Tis virtue that doth make them most admired ; 

The contrary doth make thee wonder’d at: 

‘Tis government, that makes them seem divine; 

The want thereof makes thee abominable: 
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ΟΥ̓ΟΡΚΟΣ, 


Ὦ KEATIKH λύκαινα' Κελτικῶν μὲν οὖν 

λύκων κάκιον' ἥτις ἐν γλώσσῃ τρέφεις 

ἐχθρᾶς ἐχίδνης ἰὸν ἀγριώτερον, 

ὧς οὐ γυναικόν ἐστιν οἷς ἐνάλλεται 

Τύχη βροτοῖσι τῶνδ᾽ ἐπεγγελᾷν κακοῖς, 

θρασυστομούσης ἐν τρόποις ᾿Αμαζόνος" 

ἀλλ᾽ εἰ παρειὰν μὴ προσωπείον δίκην 

ἄτεγκτον εἶχες ὧδε, κἀκ ξυνουσίας 

κακῶν ἀναιδῆ, τήνδ᾽, ἄνασσ᾽ ὑψηλόφρον, 

ἤμελλον ἤδη πορφυρέᾳ χραίνειν βαφῇ" 

λέγειν γὰρ ἔνθεν ἦλθες ἐξ οἵων τ᾽ ἔφυς 

ἅλις τόδ᾽ αἶσχος ὥστε σ᾽ αἰσχύνην ἔχειν 

μὴ πάντ᾽ ἀναισχυντοῦσαν. ἐν Νεαπόλει 

τύραννον ἴσχει σχῆμ ὁ σ᾽ ἐκφύσας πατήρ, 

ἱρῶν τε Σολύμων Σικελίας τ᾽ ἄρχων διπλῆς 

οὐδ᾽ ᾿Αγγλικοῦ βοτῆρος εὐπορεῖ πλέον" 

dp’ ἐξ ἄνακτος τοῦδε τοῦ βιοστεροῦς 

ἐκμανθάνεις τὴν ὕβριν ; οὐ χρεὼν τάδε, 

ἄνασσ᾽ ὑπέρφρον, οὐδὲ μὴν λύει τέλη" 

εἰ μὴ βεβαιοῦν δεῖ σε τὴν παροιμίαν, 

πτωχοὺς ἐφίππους πῶλον εἰς φθορὰν ἐλᾷν, 

ἀλλ᾽ εἰσὶν ἃς τὸ κάλλος ἐξογκοῖ θαμὰ 

χλιδῇ γυναῖκας" σοὶ δὲ τῆς γ᾽ εὐμορφίας 

θεὸς ξύνοιδε σμικρὸν ἰσχούσῃ μέρος. 

ἀλλ᾽ ἐν γυναιξὶν ἁρετὴ θαυμάξεται' 

σὲ δ᾽ αὖθ᾽ ἕκατι τοὔμπαλιν θαυμαστέον' 

ἀλλ᾽ ἐξισοῖ νιν δαίμοσιν τὸ σωφρονεῖν' 

σὺ δ᾽, ἐνδέουσα τοῦδέ γ᾽, ὧδ᾽ ἀπευκτὸς εἶ, 
ὲ H 2 
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Thou art as opposite to every good, 

As the antipodes are unto us, 

Or as the south to the septentrion. 

O, tiger’s heart, wrapp’d in a woman’s hide! 

How couldst thou drain the life-blood of the child, 
To bid the father wipe his eyes withal, 

And yet be seen to bear a woman’s face ? 


(1857. 
ALL’S WELL THAT ENDS WELL. Acr 1. Sc. 2. 


Kinc.— BERTRAM. 


King. I would I had that corporal soundness now, 
As when thy father and myself in friendship 
First tried our soldiership! He did look far 
Into the service of the time, and was 
Discipled of the bravest: he lasted long ; 

But on us both did haggish age steal on, 

And wore us out of act. It much repairs me 
To talk of your good father. In his youth 

He had the wit, which I can well observe 

This day in our young lords ; but they may jest 
Till their own scorn return to them unnoted, 
Ere they can hide their levity in honour. 
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ἁπλῶς δὲ σοῦ τὰ χρηστὰ πάντ' ἀφίσταται 
ὅσονπερ ἡμῶν τἀπέκεινα THs χθονόϑ' 

ὅσον μὲν οὖν ἄπεισι τῆς μεσημβρίας 
ἄρκτου κέλευθοι στροφάδες" ὦ δέρας μάτην 
γυναικόμορφον, τίγρεως κεῦθον Kéap’ 

πῶς δῆτ᾽ ἀποψᾷν τλᾶσα τὸν παιδὸν φόνον 
πατέρα κελεύεις τῷδ᾽ ὀμόρξασθαι δάκρυ, 
ὄψιν δ᾽ ὅμως θηλεῖαν ἀξιοῖς φορεῖν ; 


1857] 
ANAZ.—BEPTPAMOZ, 
| ANAE. εἰ νῦν ὄχοιμι τὴν πρὶν ἄῤῥηκτον βίαν, 
| olos ye τῷ σῷ ξυμπαραστατῶν πατρὶ 
φίλος φιλίστῳ πρῶτ᾽ ἐπειρώμην μάχη" 
κεῖνος γὰρ ἣν παίδευμα τῶν ἀριστέων, 
πρόσω δ᾽ ἑώρα τοῦ ᾿ν δέοντι δρασίμον᾽ 
κἀντεῖχε δαρόν' ἀλλὰ νῷν γήρως στύγος 
ἀμφοῖν προσεῖρπε καὶ τὸ δρᾶν ὑφείλετο. 
ἢ κάρτ᾽ ἀνηβῶ πατέρα σὸν μυθούμενος' 
ὁ γὰρ τὰ κομψὰ κἀκ νέου τρίβων τις ἦν, 
ἃ τούσδ᾽ ὁρῶμεν τοὺς νεωτέρους πρόμους 
καὶ νῦν τρέφοντας" τοῖς δὸ χλευάζειν πάρα 
ὄστ᾽ ἂν πρὸς αὐτοὺς ὕβρις ἠτιμωμένη 
πέσῃ παλίῤῥους, πρίν γ᾽ ἀριστείαν χεροῖν 
σκῆψιν προτείνειν Ths ὑπερκόμπου χλιδῆς. 
σὕτω δ᾽ ἔδειξεν εὐπροσήγορον φύσιν 
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So like a courtier, contempt nor bitterness 
Were in his pride or sharpness; if they were, 
His equal had awaked them; and his honour, 
Clock to itself, knew the true minute when 
Exception bid him speak, and, at this time, 
His tongue obeyed his hand: who were below him 
He used as creatures of another place ; 
And bow’d his eminent top to their low ranks, 
Making them proud of his humility 
In their poor praise he humbled: Such a man 
Might be a copy to these younger times ; 
Which, followed well, would demonstrate them now 
But goers backward. 

Ber. His good remembrance, Sir, 
Lies richer in your thoughts, than on his tomb ; 
So in approof lives not his epitaph 
As in your royal speech. 

King. Would I were with him! He would always 

say,— 

(Methinks I hear him now; his plausive words 
He scattered not in ears, but grafted them, 
To grow there and to bear)—“ Let me not live’”— 
Thus his good melancholy oft began ; 
On the catastrophe and heel of pastime 
When it was out,—“let me not live,” quoth he, 
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ὥστ᾽ ἐν φρονήσει καὶ λόγοις ὀξυστόμοις 

φῦναι τὸ γαῦρον μήτ᾽ ἄγαν τὸ δύσκολον" 

ἤγειρε γοῦν τάδ᾽ οὗξ ἴσον τιμώμενος, 

εἴ πον φανείη, yn φρενῶν γενναιότης, 

στοιχεῖον ὥς, ἔφραζε τὴν ὥραν λόγων 

ἀκμῆς παρούσης ἐξελευθεροσπομεῖν' 

ἡ γλῶσσα δ᾽ ἤδη ξυνέτρεχεν τῷ γνώμονι. 

τοὺς ἥσσονας δὲ μοῖραν εἰς ἄλλην Ties 

οὕτως ἐχρᾶτο, τοὔξοχον νεύων κάρα 

τάξει ταπεινῇ, τούσδ᾽ ἁβρύνεσθαι πιθὼν 

ὁθούνεκ᾽ ἔτλη σεμνὸν ὧδ᾽ ὑφιέναι 

φαύλοις ἐπαίνοις θυμόν! ἢ τοιόσδ᾽ ἀνὴρ 

δεῖγμ᾽ ἂν παράσχοι τοῖσδε τοῖς νεωτέροις, 

ᾧ κάρτα συντρέχοντες εὑρίσκοιεν ἂν 

τοὺς νῦν πάλιν βεβῶτας οὐ πρόσω βροτούς. 
BEP. κεῖται τὸ πατρὸς μνῆμα σῶν εἴσω φρενῶν 

κάλλιον, ὦναξ, ἢ Val τῆς κατασκαφῆϑο᾽ 

οὐ γάρ νιν οὕτως οἱ ’πιτύμβιοι λόγοι 

αἰνοῦσ᾽ ὅσονπερ φθέγμα σοῦ τυραννικόν. 
ANAE. εἰ γὰρ ξυνείην τῷδε κἀν τάφοις ὅμως" 

ὁ δ᾽ ἔλεγεν ἀεί, κἄτι δὴ κλύειν δοκῶ, 

οὐ γὰρ κατ᾽ ὧτ᾽ ἔσειεν εὐπειθῆ λόγον, 

ἔσπειρε δ᾽ ἀκμάσοντα καὶ φύσοντ᾽ ἐκεῖ" 

un δῆτ᾽ ἔτ᾽ εἴην" τοῦδε πόλλ᾽ οἰκτίσματος 

πεπαυμένων πρὸς τέρμα καὶ καταστροφὴν 

κώμων ὁ χρηστὸς ἦρχε' “ μὴ ζῴην ἔτι, 

ἣν ὡς ἐλαίου λύχνος ἐλλείπων χρόνῳ 

μύκης γένωμαι ταῖς νεωτέραις φρεσίν, 

ὧν ὀξύφρων αἴσθησις οὐδαμοῦ λέγει 
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“After my flame lacks oil, to be the snuff 

“Of younger spirits, whose apprehensive senses 

“ All but new things disdain ; whose judgments are 
“Mere fathers of their garments; whose constancies 
“Expire before their fashions :’”—This he wish’d : 

I after him, do after him wish too, 

Since I nor wax nor honey can bring home, 

I quickly were dissolved from my hive, 

To give some labourers room. 


[1858. 
MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Acr 3. So. 3 


ANGELO. IsaBEtia, Lucio. 


Ang. Your brother is a forfeit of the law, 
And you but waste your words. 

Isab. Alas! alas! 
Why, all the souls that were, were forfeit once ; 
And He that might the vantage best have took, 
Found out the remedy : How would you be, 
If He, which is the top of judgement, should 
But judge you as you are? O, think on that; 
And mercy then will breathe within your lips, 
Like man new made. 

Ang. Be you content, fair maid ; 
It is the law, not I, condemns your brother : 
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ἅπανθ᾽ ἃ μὴ veoypd, καὶ γνώμης ἀκμὴ 
οὐδὲν φύει wor ἄλλο πλὴν ἐσθήματα" 
φθίνει 8 ἐρώτων πρόσθεν ἢ πέπλων ῥυθμός." 
ταῦτ᾽ ηὔχεθ᾽ ἄναξ' ὕστερος δ᾽ ἐγὼ μένων 
οὔτοι τοιούτων ὑστερῶ κατευγμάτων" 

εἰ μήτε κηρὸν μήτ᾽ ἐπεισφέρω μέλε, 

elf ὥφελον τὸ σμῆνος ἐκτακεὶς λιπεῖν, 
ἄλλοισί τ᾽ ἔῤῥειν ἐργάταισιν ἐκποδών. 


18ὅ8.] 


Α. 


I. 


ANAZ. ITZABEAAH, AOYKION, 


Νόμῳ μὲν ἴσθ᾽ ὀφλόντα σὸν Kdow δίκην, 
σύ δ᾽ ἐκχέουσα πολλὰ καὶ μάτην ἔπη. 
φεῦ' φεῦ' 

πάλαι γὰρ οὐχὶ ζημίαν ὠφλίσκανον 
ψυχῶν ὅσαπερ ἦσαν; GAN ἀκέσματα 

ὁ πλεῖστα ποινὰς λαμβάνειν δίκαιος ὧν 
ἐξεῦρεν αὐτός" πῶς ποτ᾽ ἂν κυροῖς ἔχων, 
κρίσεων ἁπάσης εἴ γ᾽ ὁ πρεσβεύων ἄναξ 
ὅπως ἐφεύροι σ᾽ ὧδε καὶ κρίνειν θέλοι; 
μέμνησο δῆτα τῶνδε" χειλέων δέ σοι 
ἔσωθεν αὐτίκ᾽ οἶκτος ὧδ᾽ ἐπουριεῖ 

ὡς νεαρὸν ἀλλάξαντος ἀνθρώπου τύπον. 
στέργοις ἂν ἤδη ταῦτα, καλλίστη κόρη" 
ὁ γὰρ καταγνοὺ; σοῦ κασιγνήτου θανεῖν 
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Were he my kinsman, brother, or my son, 
It should be thus with him ;—he must die to-morrow. 
Isab. To-morrow? O, that’s sudden! Spare him, 
spare him: 
He’s not prepar’d for death! Even for our kitchens 
We kill the fowl of season ; shall we serve heaven 
With less respect than we do minister | 
To our gross selves? Good, good my lord, bethink you: 
Who is it that hath died for this offence ? 
There’s many have committed it. 
Lucio. Ay, well said. | 
Ang. The law hath not been dead, though it hath 
slept : 
Those many had not dar’d to do that evil, 
If the first man that did the edict infringe, 
Had answer’d for his deed: now, ’tis awake ; 
Takes note of what is done; and, like a prophet, 
Looks in a glass, that shews what future evils, 
(Either now, or by remissness new-conceiv d, 
And so in progress to be hatch’d and born,) 
Are now to have no successive degrees, 
But, where they live, to end. 
Isab. Yet show some pity. 
Ang. I show it most of all, when I show justice ; 
For then I pity those I do not know, 
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ὁ θεσμός, οὐκ ἔγωγε; κεὶ τῷδ᾽ ἀνδρὶ δὴ 
ξύναιμος, εἴτ᾽ ἀδελφός, εἴτ᾽ εἴη τέκνον, 
κἂν ταὐτὰ πάσχοι' χρὴ δ᾽ ἐς αὔριον θανεῖν. 
ἐς αὔριόν ye; ped τόδ᾽ ὧν ἄφνω λίαν' 
ξυγγνῶθι δ᾽" οὐχ ὡραῖος εἰ τεθνήξεται. 
ἀλλ᾽ οὐδ᾽ ἀλέκτορ᾽ εἰς ἔπνον νομίξομεν 
σφάξειν ἄωρον μῶν λατρεύοντες Θεῷ 
ἥσσω νεμοῦμεν μοῖραν ἢ σαρκὸς πάχει; 
ἄγ᾽, ὦ φέριστε δέσποτ᾽, ἐνθυμοῦ πάλιν' 
τίς ἐσθ’ ὁ τοῦδε σφάλματος θανὼν ὕπερ; 
πολλοὶ γὰρ ἁμαρτόντες. 
εὖ Μέντοι λέγεις. 

νόμος γὰρ οὐ τέθνηκε, καὶ βρίξων ὅμως" 
οὐδ᾽ οἱ τοσοῦτοι τοῦτ᾽ ἂν ἐξῆκον κακοῦ 
εἰ γοῦν ὁ πρώτιστ᾽ ἐντολὴν ὑπερδραμὼν 
τὸ πρῶγος ἀντέτισεν' GAN ἐγρηγορὼς 
ὁ θεσμὸς ἤδη φράξεται τὰ δρώμενα, 
σκοπούμενοφ κάτοπτρον, ἐν προμαντέως 
τρόποισι, τῶν ἔπειτα μηνυτὴν κακῶν, 
ὅσ᾽ εἴτε νῦν εἴτ᾽ avOis, ὧς νεόσπορα 
ῥᾳθυμίας κυήμαθ᾽, ὧδε σὺν χρόνῳ 
εἰς ἐκκόλαψιν καὶ τόκους ἥξειν δοκεῖ" 
οὔτοι τάδ᾽ ἕξει διαδοχὴν βλαστῶν ἔτι, 
αὐτοῦ δ᾽ ὅπου ζῇ πᾶν τελευτήσει κακόν. 
μικρὸν δέ σ᾽ οἶκτον λίσσομαι νέμειν ὅμως. 
νέμω μὲν οὖν μάλιστα, τὴν δίκην νέμων' 
οὕτω γὰρ ἀγνῶτας μὲν οἰκτείρω βροτοὺς 
ods ἐκπεφευγὸς σφάλμα κἂν αὖθι δάκοι' 
ἀμείβομαι δ᾽ ἐκεῖνον ὃς λώβην μίαν 

x 
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Which a dismiss’d offence would after gall ; 
And do him right, that, answering one foul wrong, 
Lives not to act another. Be satisfied ; 
Your brother dies to-morrow ; be content. 
Isab. So you must be the first, that gives this sentence ; 
And he, that suffers: O, it is excellent 
To have a giant’s strength; but it is tyrannous 
To use it like a giant. 
Lucio. That’s well said. 


[1859. 
JULIUS CESAR. Act 6. So. 1. 


Cassius. Messata. Brorvs. 

Cas. Give me thy hand, Messala: 
Be thou my witness, that, against my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compell’d to set 
Upon one battle all our liberties. 
You know, that I held Epicurus strong, 
And his opinion: now I change my mind, 
And partly credit things that do presage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our former ensign 
Two mighty eagles fell, and there they perch’d, 
Gorging and feeding from our soldiers’ hands ; 
Who to Philippi here consorted us. 
This morning are they fled away, and gone; 
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τίσας ἐπ᾽ ἄλλην οὐκέτ᾽ ἐκτείγχει βίον. 
πρὸς ταῦτα τλῆθι' σὸν κάσιν τὴν αὔριον 


θανεῖν δέδοκται' ταῦτ᾽ ἐπαρκούντως ἔχοι. 


I. εἶτ᾽ οὖν σὲ πρῶτον τήνδε δεῖ ψῆφον φέρειν, 
πρῶτον δὲ πάσχειν κεῖνον' ὧν ἄρ᾽ ἔξοχον 
τὸ μὲν γιγάντων ἀμφιβάλλεσθαι βίαν, 
τὸ δ᾽ ἐν γυγαντείοισι νωμῆσαι τρόποις 

\ 32 
τυραννικὸν far ἔργον. 
A. εὖ τάδ᾽ ἐννέπεις. 
1859.] 


K. ’EMBAAAE poe σὺ χεῖρα, φίλτατον κάρα" 


γενοῦ σὺ τῷδε μάρτυς, ὡς ἄκοντα δὴ, 
Πομπεῖον ἥπερ ἔσχε, κἄμ᾽ ἔχει βία 

μιᾶν ἀγῶνι πάντ᾽ ἀναρρίπτειν μάχης. 
πάρος μὲν, οἶσθα, τῷ θεοὺς σχολὴν ἄγειν 
φάσκοντι πᾶς ἔχαιρον ἐκ δ᾽ ὑποστροφῆς 
πλείω τιν᾽ ἤδη πίστιν οἰωνοῖς νέμω. 
Σάρδεις γὰρ ἐκλιποῦσι σημείων ἐπὶ 

τὸ πρῶτον ἡμῖν ἀετῶν κατέπτατο 
πελώριον τι ξεῦγος" ἡμένω δ᾽ ἐκεῖ 

βορὰν ἀπλήστως εἶχον ἐκ στρατοῦ χερῶν" 
& δὴ Φιλίππους τούσδε κοίν᾽ ἀφυγμένω 
τῷδ᾽ ἐν φάει βεβᾶσιν, οὐ πάρεισ᾽ ἔτι" 


ἴω δ᾽ Φ A / 3 ί 7 
Ψψυωυν @u KOp@Val, KOPAKEeSs, UKTLU@MY YEVOS, 
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And in their steads, do ravens, crows, and kites, 
Fly o’er our heads, and downward look on us, 
As we were sickly prey; their shadows seem 
A canopy most fatal, under which 
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost. 

Mes. Believe not so. 

Cas. I but believe it partly; 
For I am fresh of spirit, and resolved 
To meet all perils very constantly. 

Bru. Fiven so, Lucilius. 

Cas. Now, most noble Brutus, 
The gods to-day stand friendly; that we may, 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age! 
But, since the affairs of men rest still uncertain, 
Let’s reason with the worst that may befall. 
If we do lose this battle, then is this 
The very last time we shall speak together: 
What are you then determined to do? 

Bru. Even by the rule of that philosophy, 
By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himself:—I know not how, 
But I do find it cowardly and vile, 
For fear of what might fall, so to prevent 
The time of life:—Arming myself with patience, 
To stay the providence of some high powers, 
That govern us below. 
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ἡμᾶς Kar’ αἰθέρ᾽ ὄντες ὧς νόσου πλέα 
βοσκήματ᾽ εἰσορῶσι'" τῶν λέγω σκιὰν 
αἵδου πέτασμ᾽ ἔχθιστον, ᾧ κατηρεφὲς 
στράτευμα κεῖσθαι θανασίμοις ἐν ἐκπνοαῖς. 
μὴ σοὶ δοκείτω ταῦτά γ΄. 

οὐ σαφῶς δοκεῖ" 
ἡβῶ γὰρ ἡβῶ θυμὸν, ἐμπέδως τ᾽ ἔχω 
δεινῶν ὅσ᾽ ἔστι καὶ μάλ᾽ εὔψυχος περᾶν.---- 
ὀρθῶς γ᾽ ὑπεῖπεο' μανθάνω, ΔΛουκίλιε.---- 
πρὸς ταῦτα, Βρούτου τιμιώτατον κάρα, 
ϑεοὶ τάδ᾽ εὖ ξυνεῖεν, ὥστε νὼ φίλως 
τείνειν ὁμοῦ γαληνὸν ἐς γῆρας Biov. 
ἀλλ᾽’ ὡς πέφυκ᾽ ἄδηλα τἀν θνητοῖς ἀεὶ, 
πρὸς τἄσχατ' ἤδη ξυμφορᾶς σκεψαίμεθ᾽ ἄν. 
ἣν γὰρ σφαλῶμεν τῇσδε τῆς μάχης πέρι, 
πανύστατον δὴ νῦν ξυνάπτομεν λόγοι" 
τί δῆτ᾽ ἔπειτά σοὶ βεβούλευται ποιεῖν ; 
γνώμης ἔγωγε τῆς πρὶν ἐμμένειν νόμῳ, 
ἣ καὶ θανόντα τὸν Kadrov’ ἐμεμφόμην 
ἐξ αὐτὸν αὑτοῦ χειρός"---οὐ γὰρ οἶδ᾽ ὅπως 
δειλὸν τόδ᾽ ἐστ᾽ ἔμοιγε κἀνελεύθερον, 
κακῶν προνοίᾳ μὴ τυχῇς οὕτω βίον 
φθῆναι λυπόντα;---καρτερὰν δ᾽ ἐνδὺς φρένα 
βλέπειν és ἀλκὴν δαιμόνων τιν᾽, οἵτινες 


τὰ θνήτ᾽ ἐπισκοποῦσι. 
12 
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Cas. Then, if we lose this battle, 
You are contented to be led in triumph 
Through the streets of Rome? 

Bru. No, Cassius, no: think not, thou noble Roman, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome; 
He bears too great a mind. 


JULIUS CHSAR. Acr 5. Seo. 1. 
Cassius. MeEssaLa. Brorus. 


Cas. Give me thy hand, Messala: 
Be thou my witness, that, against my will, 
As Pompey was, am I compell’d to set 
Upon one battle all our liberties. 
You know, that I held Epicurus strong, 
And his opinion: now I change my mind, 
And partly credit things that do presage. 
Coming from Sardis, on our former ensign 
Two mighty eagles fell, and there they perch’d, 
Gorging and feeding from our soldiers’ hands ; 
Who to Philippi here consorted us. 
This morning are they fled away, and gone; 
And in their steads, do ravens, crows, and kites, 
Fly o’er our heads, and downward look on us, 
As we were sickly prey; their shadows seem 
A canopy most fatal, under which 
Our army lies, ready to give up the ghost. 
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K. 


Kar εἂν μάχῃ 
τῇ νῦν ἁλῶμεν, ἐξανασχήσει περῶν 
“Ῥώμης ἀγνιὰς, χάρμα τῷ νικηφόρῳ ; 
ἥκιστα μηδ᾽ ἔλπιξε, γενναῖον κάρα, 
“Ῥώμην ποτ᾽ αἰχμάλωτον, ἧς εὔχει γένος, 
Βροῦτον μολεῖσθαι' λῆμα γὰρ μεῖξον φορεῖ. 


Δεῦρ᾽ ἐλθὲ, χεῖρα δεξιὰν πρότεινέ por 
σὺ δὴ γενοῦ μοι μάρτυς, ὡς ἄκων ἐγὼ, 
Πομπεῖος ὥς ποτ᾽, ἐν κύβοις μιᾶς μάχης 
ἡμῶν προβάλλω πάντα δὴ τἀλεύθερα. 
πρὶν μὲν γὰρ, οἷσθ᾽ ὡς, τὸν ᾿Επικούρειον λόγον 
ἰσχυρὸν ἔνεμον' νῦν δ᾽ ὑποστρέψας ἐγὼ 
σχεδὸν μετέγνων πίστιν οἰωνοῖς ἔχειν' 
ἐκ Σάρδεων γάρ ἡμὶν ἐξωρμημένοις 
σημεῖον εἰς τὸ πρῶτον αἰετὼ δύο 

δεινὴ ξυνωρὶς δξετ᾽, ἔνθεν ἐκ χερῶν 
ἦσθον κατεβρόχθιζξον εὔδειπνα στρατοῦ 


ὀρέγμαθ᾽: of κἀς τήνδε προὔπεμψαν πόλιν' 


, τοῦτον δ᾽ ὑπ᾽ ὄρθρον οἱ μὲν οἴχονται φυγῇ, 


νῦν δ᾽ αὖ ποτῶνται κόρακες ἰκτῖνοι θ᾽ ὑπὲρ 
κρατὸς κορῶναι θ᾽, ὡς νοσοῦσαν ἁρπαγὴν 
e A , [οὶ ς 3 > A \ 
ἡμᾶς κάτω σκοποῦντες, ἡ δ᾽ αὐτῶν σκιὰ 

a“ , A “ a 
Adov κατασκήνωμα τῷ στρατῷ δοκεῖ 


ὑπερτετάσθαι θανασίμοις ἐπ᾽ ἐκπνόαι». 
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Mes. Believe not so. 

Cas. I but believe it partly; 
For I am fresh of spirit, and resolved 
To meet all perils very constantly. 

Bru. Even so, Lucilius. 

Cas. Now, most noble Brutus, 
The gods to-day stand friendly; that we may, 
Lovers in peace, lead on our days to age! 
But, since the affairs of men rest still uncertain, 
Let’s reason with the worst that may befall. 
If we do lose this battle, then is this 
The very last time we shall speak together: 
What are you then determined to do? | 

Bru. Even by the rule of that philosophy, 
By which I did blame Cato for the death 
Which he did give himself:—I know net how, 
But I do find it cowardly and vile, 
For fear of what might fall, so to prevent 
The time of life:—Arming myself with patience, 
To stay the providence of some high powers, 
That govern us below. 

Cas. Then, if we lose this battle, 

᾿ς You are contented to be led in triumph 

Through the streets of Rome? 

Bru. No, Cassius, no: think not, thou noble Roman, 
That ever Brutus will go bound to Rome; 
He bears too great a mind. 
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M. μὴ δὴ σὺ πείθου. 
Κ, πείθομαι τὰ μὲν τὰ δ᾽ ov 
νεανίας ὁ θυμός, ὥστ᾽ ἄραρέ μοι 
Sewois ἀπαντᾶν πᾶσι καρτερᾷ φρενί. 
Β. οὕτω γὰρ, ὦ Δουκίλὶ, οὐδ᾽ ἄλλως ἔχει. 
K. ἀλλ᾽, ὦ φέριστε Βροῦτε, Θεοὶ μὲν εὐμενεῖς 
παραστατοῖεν ἡμὶν ἐν τῇδ᾽ ἡμέρᾳ, 
ὅπως ἄγοντες εὐδίαν φίλοι φίλην 
προβαῖμεν εἰς τὸ γῆρας: ἀλλ᾽ ἄδηλα γὰρ 
ἀεὶ τά γ᾽ ἐν βροτοῖσιν, of προβήσεται, 
ὡς ἔσχατ᾽ ἂν παθόντες ἐννοώμεθα" 
εἰ γὰρ σφαλησόμεσθα τῇδε τῇ μάχῃ, 
πανύστατον δὴ νῦν ξυνάπτομεν λόγοις" 
τί σοὶ δέδοκται τοίνυν ὡς ἐκ τῶνδε δρᾶν; 
B. ἔμουγε ταὐτῇ χρωμένῳ σταθμῇ, καθ᾽ ἣν 
Κάτωνι μέμψιν εἶχον οἰκείου μόρου, 
ὃν αὐτὸς αὑτῷ "δωκεν---ἄψυχον δέ μοι 
ἔοικέ πως καὶ φαῦλον, ὅστις ἐκπλαγεὶς 
τὸ μέλλον εἶτα τέρμα προὔφθασεν Biov— 
τὸ καρτερεῖν ἐνδύντα τῶν ἄνω τύχην 
μίμνειν, ὅτῳ καὶ τῶν κάτω μέλει βροτῶν. 
K. τλήσει γὰρ, ἢν σφαλῶμεν ἐν τῇ νῦν μάχῃ, 
ἄγαλμα πομπῆς διαπερᾶν Ῥώμης ὁδούς ; 
B. ov δῆτα' μή μοι προσδόκα, κλεινὸν σέβας, 
Ῥωμαῖος ὧν Ῥώμην ποτ᾽ ἐν δεσμοῖς μολεῖν 
Βροῦτον: φορῶ γὰρ λῆμα τῶνδ᾽ ὑπέρτερον. 


15] 
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VIRGIN MARTYR. Aor 4 Sc. 8. 
ANTONINUS, THEOPHILUS. DoroTHEA, 

Ant. She smiles 
Unmoved, by Mars! as if she were assured 
Death, looking on her constancy, would forget 
The use of his inevitable hand. 

Theo. Derided too! dispatch, I say. 

Dor. Thou fool! 
That gloriest in having power to ravish 
A trifle from me I am weary of: 
What is this life to me? not worth a thought; 
Or, if it be esteemed, ’tis that I lose it 
To win a better: even thy malice serves 
To me but as a ladder to mount up 
To such a height of happiness, where I shall 
Look down with scorn on thee, and on the world ; 
Where, circled with true pleasures, placed above 
The reach of death or time, *twill be my glory 
To think at what an easy price I bought it. 
There’s a perpetual spring, perpetual youth : 
No joint-benumbing cold, or scorching heat, 
Famine, nor age, have any being there. 
Forget, for shame, your Tempe; bury in 
Oblivion your feign’d Hesperian orchards :— 
The golden fruit, kept by the watchful dragon. 
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Aixay χιμαίρας ὕπερθε βωμοῦ. 


ἴστω τροπαῖον Ζεὺς χελᾷ γ᾽ ἡ παρθένον 
κύκλοισιν ἀστρόφοισιν, ὡς εἰδυῖα δὴ 
“Avdnv βλέποντά σφ᾽ οἷα καρτερεῖ φρεσὶ 
χρείαν adévr’ ἂν τῆς ἀμηχάνου χερός. 

ἢ καὶ γελῶμαι ; σπεύδετ᾽, ἐγκονεῖν ἀκμή. 
ὦ pap’ ὃς αὐχεῖς τῆσδ' ἀφαρπάσαι σθένειν 
οὕτω τι φλαῦρον ᾧ ξυνοῦσ᾽ ἀλγύνομαι, 
τοῦ ζῆν ἐμοὶ τί κέρδος ; οὐδαμοῦ νέμω. 
καίτοι τί φημί; τῶνδ᾽ ἀπαλλαχθεῖσα γοῦν 
ἀμείνον᾽ οἴαω 1" καὶ τὸ σὸν δ᾽ ἔχθος δοκῶ 
κλίμακά τιν’ ἄλλων ἣ ᾿πιβήφεσθαί ποτε 
τύχης ἐς ὕψος ὀλβίας τοαόνδ᾽ ὅθεν 
καταφρονήσω σοῦ τε καὶ πάντων βροτῶν. 
ὅπου κυκλωθεῖσ᾽ ἡδοναῖς ἀληθέσι 3 

θανάτου χρόνου τε yopis εὔξομαι φρεσὶν 
ὅσ᾽ ἐκτίνουσ᾽ ἐνταῦθ᾽ ὁποῖ᾽ ἐκτησάμην. 
ἔνθ᾽ οὔτ᾽ ἄρ᾽ ἦρος ἄνθας οὔθ᾽ ἤβης φθίνει: 
οὐ ψῦχος ἄρθρ᾽ ἔπηξεν, οὐ φλόγει θέρος" 
οὐ λιμὸς οὔτε γῆρας οὐδὲν ἔστ᾽ ἐκεῖ. 

τῶν Τεμπέων οὖν, εἴ τι τὴν Αἰδῶ σέβεις, 
μέμνησθε μηκέτ᾽, ὀρχάτοισι δ᾽ “Ἑσπέρον 
λήθη ’πικείσθω μακαρίων ψευδωνύμοι»-. 
τὸν χρύσεον γὰρ κάρπον οὗ δράκων φύλαξ 
ἄγρυπνος, Ἣ ράκλειον ἁρπαγὴν χερός, 

πρὸ τοὺς ἐκεῖ θάλλοντα ἀφθόνως ἀεὶ 


1Cf, Soph. Ο. C. 7. 3 Eur. Hip. 927. 
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Which did require a Hercules to get it, 
Compared with what grows in all plenty there, 
Deserves not to be named. The Power I serve, 
Laughs at your happy Araby, or the 

Elysian shades, for he hath made his bowers 
Better indeed than you can fancy yours. 


[1861. 
KING HENRY IV. Parr II. Aor 2. So. 8. 


NORTHUMBERLAND. Lapy NoRTHUMBERLAND. Lapy ΡΕΒΟΥ. 

North. I pray thee, loving wife, and gentle daughter, 
Give even way unto my rough affairs ; 

Put not you on the visage of the times, 
And be, like them, to Percy troublesome. 

Lady N. I have given over, I will speak no more; 

Do what you will; your wisdom be your guide, 

North. Alas, sweet wife, my honour is at pawn ; 

And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

Lady P. O, yet, for God’s sake, go not to these wars! 
The time was, father, that you broke your word, 
When you were more endear’d to it than now; 
When your own Percy, when my heart’s dear Harry, 
Threw many a northward look, to see his father 
Bring up his powers; but he did Jong in vain. 

Who then persuaded you to stay at home? 


- ——a 
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οὐκ οὐδαμοῦ λέγοιμ᾽ dv οὗ γάρ εἰμ᾽ ἐγὼ 
ἄρχοντος ᾿Αραβίᾳ τε τῇ τρισολβίᾳ 

σκιᾷ τε νήσων ᾿Ηλυσίων ἐπεγγελᾷ, 

ὅστις μύχους τέθεικε τῶν αὑτοῦ ναπῶν 


ἔργοισι κρείσσους ὧν σὺ κἂν λόγῳ πλάσαις. 


1861.1 
ΑΡΧΟΣ, ΓΎΥΝΗ, ΚΑΘΑΡΙΝΗ͂, 


AP. ΦΙΛῊ γύναι, κόρη τε γενναία, τύχας 
τὰς δυσπαλαίστους, πρὸς θεῶν, ὁδώσατε: 
μηδ᾽ ἔστε καὶ σφὼ τοῖς παρεστῶσιν χρόνοις 
πρόσωπον εἰκασθέντε τῷδε δυσχερεῖς. 
UT. καὶ δὴ σιωπῶ, κοὐδὲν ἂν λέγοιμ᾽ ἔτι" 
δρᾶσον τὸ δόξαν, φρὴν δ᾽ ἐπουρίσειέ σς. 
AP. φεῦ φεῦ" 
ὑπέγγνος γάρ ἐστιν ἡ πίστις, γύναι, 
καὶ πλὴν τὸ χωρεῖν αὐτὸς οὐκ ἔχω λύσιν. 
ΚΑ. ὦ πρός σε θεῶν μὴ τάσδ᾽ ἴθ᾽ ἐς μάχας ὅμως" 
καὶ γὰρ τὰ πιστὰ πρότερον ἐψεύσω, πάτερ, 
πλείων ὅθ᾽ ὅρκων ἦν ἂν εὐόρκων χάρις" 
τόθ᾽ ὡς ὁ σὸς παῖς, τῆς δ᾽ ἐμῆς ψυχῆς τριβή, 
βλέπων πρὸς ἄρκτον πολλὰ, τὴν φυτοσπόρου 
καραδοκῶν ἄρηξιν, ἤλπιξεν μάτην. 
tls ἦν ὁ πείσας ἔνδον οἰκουρεῖν τότε; 


καίτοι διπλῆν γ᾽ αὐτός τε παῖς τε δεύτερος 
| K 
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There were two honours lost; yours, and your son’s. 
For yours,—may heavenly glory brighten it! 

For his,—it stuck upon him, as the sun 

In the grey vault of heaven: and, by his light, 

Did all the chivalry of England move. 

To do brave acts: he was, indeed, the glass 
Wherein the noble youth did dress themselves. 

He had no legs, that practised not his gait : 

And speaking thick, which nature made his blemish, 
Became the accents of the valiant ; 

For thase that could speak low, and tardily 

Would turn their own perfection to abuse, 

To seem like him :—So that, in speech, in gait, 

In diet, in affections of delight, 

In military rules, humours of blood, 

He was the mark and glass, copy and book, 

That fashion’d others. And him,—O wondrous him! 
O miracle of men !—-Him did you leave, 

(Second to none, unseconded by you,) 

To look upon the hideous god of war 

In disadvantage ; to abide a field, 

Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur’s name 
Did seem defensible :—So you left him: 

Never, O never, do his ghost the wrong, 

To hold your honour more precise and nice 

With others, than with him; let them alone, 
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ἄτιμον ἠφάνιζετ᾽ εὐκλείαν τότε' 

σὴν μὲν τὸ θεόθεν εἴθε λαμπρύνοι κλέοϑ" 
κείνῳ δ᾽ ἐπὸν τοὔντιμον ὥσπερ ἥλιος 

ἐν οὐρανοῦ ’στήριζε κυανέῳ κύκλῳ" 

αὐγῶν δ᾽ ὕπ᾽ ἐξωρμᾶτο πᾶσα γῆς ἀκμὴ 
ἔργων ἐς ἀρετήν' καὶ γὰρ οὖν κάτοπτρον ἦν 
ᾧ πάντες ἐξησκοῦντο γενναῖοι νέοι" 

ἄπους γὰρ ἦν ὁ τοῦδ᾽ ἀγύμναστος βάσιν, 

ὃ δ᾽ εἶχ᾽ ἄμουσον ἔμφυτον λώβην στόμα 
μεθηρμόσαντο τοῦτον ἁνδρεῖοι τρόπον" 

οἱ γὰρ βραδύνειν εἶχον εὐρύθμους λόγους 

τὰ σύμφυτα στρέψαντες ἤσχυνον καλὰ, 

ἵν’ ἐμφερεῖς τῷδ᾽ εἶεν’ ὥσθ᾽ ὅδ᾽ ἠλύσει 
φωνῇ διαίτῃ κἀν τρόποισιν ἡδονῆς, 

θυμοῦ καθ᾽ ὁρμὰς κἀς νόμους στρατηγικοὺς 
σκοπὸς κάτοπτρον καὶ τύπος καὶ θεσμὸς Fv 
ὃς τἄλλ᾽ ἔπλασσε' τὸν δὲ, τἀνθρώπων τέρας 
καὶ θαῦμα, πῶς λέγω νιν; ὑπολείπειν ἔτλης 
σύ η᾽, ὑστερήσας τῷ τίνος μεθυστέρῳ, 

τὸν δυσθέατον ἀντίον βλέπειν "Αρη 

τύχης ἀμηχανοῦνθ᾽: ὑφίστασθαι μάχην 

ἔνθ᾽ αὐτὸ τἀνδρὸς τοὔνομ᾽, εἴ γ᾽ ὥτων θίγοι, 
τὸ τοῦδ᾽ ἀρωγὴν εἶχεν ὧδ᾽ ἀπεστάτειο" 

μὴ τὸν θανόντα μὴ τοσαῦτ᾽ ἀτιμάσῃς 

σὴν ἐξακριβῶν μᾶλλον εὐορκησίαν 


wpos ἄλλον ἢ κεῖνόν ye τοὺς δ᾽ ἄλλους ἔα. 
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KING HENRY IV. PART II. Aor 2. Se. 8, 


NoRTHUMBERLAND. Lapy NorRTHUMBERLAND. Lapy Percy. 


North. 1 pray thee, loving wife, and gentle daughter, 
Give even way unto my rough affairs : 

Put not you on the visage of the times, 
And be, like them, to Percy troublesome. 

Lady N. I have given over, I will speak uo more : 
Do what you will; your wisdom be your guide. 

North. Alas, sweet wife, my honour is at pawn; 

And, but my going, nothing can redeem it. 

Lady P. O, yet, for God’s sake, go not to these wars! 
The time was, father, that you broke your word, 
When you were more endear’d to it than now ; 
When your own Percy, when my heart’s dear Harry, 
Threw many a northward look, to see his father 
Bring up his powers ; but he did long in vain. 

Who then persuaded you to stay at home ? 

There were two honours lost ; yours, and your son’s. 
For yours,—may heavenly glory brighten it! 

For his,—it stuck upon him, as the sun 

In the grey vault of heaven: and, by his light, 

Did all the chivalry of England move 

To do brave acts: he was, indeed, the glass 
Wherein the noble youth did dress themselves. 
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ANAZ. TYNH. KAOAPINH, 


A. OYK, ὦ γύναι φιλᾶνορ εὐγενές τε Tai, 
ἐπουριεῖτε τἀμὰ καὶ δυσχείμερα, 
μηδ᾽ ὄμμα τοῦ ’vertatos ἐνδῦσαι χρόνου 
ὅμοια τούτῳ πράγματ᾽ ἐμβαλεῖτξ pot ; 
TI. καὶ δὴ πέπαυμαι, κοὐδὲν ἂν λέξαιμ᾽ ἔτι" 
ὅσ᾽’ ἂν δοκῇ cot δρᾶσὸν ἐκ σαντοῦ φρενός. 
AL φεῦ' 
ὀμώμοχ᾽ ᾿ ὧν δ᾽ ὀμώμοχ᾽, ἡδίστη γύναι, 
σώζοιτ᾽ ἂν οὐχ ἡ δόξα πλήν γ᾽ ὁρμωμένῳ. 
K. σὺ δ᾽ ἕρπε πρὸς θεῶν τάσδε μὴ ’ξόδους ὅμως. 
μέμνησο δῆτα ξυγχέας ὁρκώματα, 
οἷς τῶν παρόντων μᾶλλον ἦσθ᾽ ἐνώμοτος, 
ev? ovk σέθεν παῖς, καρδίας τὰ φίλτατα 
ἐμῆς, πρὸς ἄρκτον ὄμμα πόλλ᾽ ἐπέστρεφεν; 
εἴ που στρατηλατοῦντα τὸν φύσαντ᾽ ἴδοι" 
ἵμειρε δ᾽ ἄλλως. τίς γὰρ οἰκουρεῖν τότ᾽ ἦν 
ὅ σὸν παραινῶν, 7 Suds εὐδοξίας 
αὐτός τε παῖς θ᾽ ἡμάρτετ᾽, οὐ μιᾶς μόνον ; 
καὶ σὴν μὲν εἴθε δῖον αὐξάνοι σέλας" 
ἡ δ᾽, ἥλιος λευκῷ τις αἰθέρος κύκλῳ, 
ἦν ἀνδρὶ τῷδ᾽ ἐμφῦσα, Kav αὐτοῦ φάει 
ἄρειον ἄνθος ᾿Αγγλίας ἐστέλλετο 
ὥστ᾽ ἔργα δρᾶν γενναῖα" τῶν νέων δ᾽ ἁπλῶς 
K2 
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He had no legs, that practised not his gait: 

And speaking thick, which nature made his blemish, 
Became the accents of the valiant ; 

For those that could speak low, and tardily, 

Would turn their own perfection to abuse, 

To seem like him :—So that, in speech, in gait, 

In diet, in affections of delight, 

In military rules, humours of blood, 

He was the mark and glass, copy and book, 

That fashion’d others. And him,—O wondrous him ! 
O miracle of men !—Him did you leave, 

(Second to none, unseconded by you,) 

To look upon the hideous god of war 

In disadvantage ; to abide a field, 

Where nothing but the sound of Hotspur’s name 
Did seem defensible :—So you left him : 

Never,O never, do his ghost the wrong, 

To hold your honour more precise and nice 

With others, than with him; let them alone. 


1861.] PORSON PRIZE. 161 


ἠσκεῖτ᾽ ἐνόπτρῳ τῷδέ γ᾽ εἴ TiS εὐγενής. 
ἴχνος δ᾽ ὁ μὴ θεὶς ταὐτὸν οὐδ᾽ εἶχεν πόδας, 
καὶ τὴν ταχεῖαν, ἣ νόσῳ ξυνὼν ἔφυ, 
γλῶσσαν μεθηρμόξοντο χἀλκιμώτατοι" 

ols γοῦν βραδείας ἡσύχου φωνῆς μετῆν, 

τὴν πρὶν τελείαν καὶ διέφθειρον φύσιν, 
μίμημα τοῦδε τἀνδρός: ὥστ᾽ ἴχνους χάριν, 
φθόγγου, διαίτης, ἡδονῆς τ᾽ αἰσθημάτων, 
νόμων τ᾽ ἀρείων, κουφονοῦ τ᾽ ὀργῆς πλανῶν 
ὅδ᾽ ἦν σκοπὸς κἄνοπτρον, ἦν δὲ καὶ γραφὴ 
παράδευγμά θ᾽, ᾧ τίς οὐ τότ᾽ ἐξηκάξετο ; 
καὶ τόνδε προὔδωκας σύ, τοὔκπαγλον τέρας, 
τὸν μείζον᾽ ἢ κατ᾽’ ἄνδρα' καὶ τὸν οὐδενὸς 
λειφθέντ᾽ ἀπέλιπες, ὥστε κἀπὸ μειόνων 
ἔναντα τὸν γοργῶπα προσβλέπειν “Apn, 
αἰχμήν τε καρτερεῖν τιν᾽, ἔνθ᾽ ἐχέγγυον 
πλὴν κληδόνος τῆς τοῦδ᾽ ἐπωνομασμένης 
ἐφαίνετ’ οὐδέν: προὔλυπες δ᾽ οὕτω σύ νιν. 
μὴ καὶ καμόντα μήποθ᾽ ὧδ᾽ ἀτιμάσῃς, 

ὥστ᾽ εἴς τιν ἄλλον μᾶλλον ἢ κεῖνον πρὸ τοῦ 


σὴν ἐξακριβοῦν πίστιν" ἀλλὰ τούσδ᾽ ἔα. 
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TAMING OF THE SHREW. Act 5. So. 2. 


KATHARINA. 


Fir, fie! unknit that threat’ning unkind brow; 
And dart not scornful glances from ,those eyes, 
To wound thy lord, thy king, thy governor: 
It blots thy beauty, as frosts bite the meads; 
Confounds thy fame, as whirlwinds shake fair buds ; 
And in no sense is meet or amiable. 
A woman mov’d is like a fountain troubled, 
Muddy, ill-seeming, thick, bereft of beauty ; 

_ And, while it is so, none so dry or thirsty 
Will deign to sip or touch one drop of it. 
Thy husband is thy lord, thy life, thy keeper, 
Thy head, thy sovereign; one that cares for thee, 
And for thy maintenance: commits his body 
To painful labour both by sea and land, 
To watch the night in storms, the day in cold, 
While thou liest warm at home, secure and safe; 
And craves no other tribute at thy hands, 
But love, fair looks, and true obedience— 
Too little payment for so great a debt. 
Such duty as the subject owes the prince, 
Even such a woman oweth to her husband: 
And when she’s froward, peevish, sullen, sour, 
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KAOAPINH. 

| Ork εἶα λύσεις συννεφῆ στυγνήν τ᾽ ὀφρύν, 

: καὶ μὴ Sv ὄσσων βλέμμασιν σεμνοῖς βαλεῖ 
τὸν κύριον κἄνακτα κἀφεστῶτά σου; 
ἐπεὶ μιαίνουσ᾽ ἴσθι τὴν μορφήν, ὅπως 
πάγος δάκνει λειμῶνα, σνγχέουσα δὲ 
τὴν δόξαν, ἣ τυφῶνες ἀνθέων χλιδήν, 
πρέπον δὲ μηδὲν δρῶσα pnd’ ἐφίμερον. 
πηγὴ γὰρ ὡς χρανθεῖσα δυσμενὴς γυνή, 
μέλαινα, θολερά, καλλονῆς λελειμμένη: 
τῆς δ᾽ ὧδ᾽ ἐχούσης τίς ποτ’ ἂν διψῶν ὅμως 
πίνειν προτιμῴη τι καὶ θιγεῖν τὸ πᾶν ; 
ὅ τοι ξύνευνος προστάτης, ψυχή, φύλαξ, 
ἄναξ τέλειος καὶ τυραννεύων ἔφυ, 
ὅ τ᾽ ἐντροπὴν σοῦ τῆς τε σῆς τροφῆς ἔχων" 
μόχθοις δὲ δυσλόφοισι ναυβάτῃ στόλῳ 
πεζός TE σῶμ᾽ ὑφῆκε, τὴν μὲν ἡμέραν 
ψυχρὸν φυλάσσειν τὴν δὲ νύκτ᾽ ὄμβρων μέτα" 
σὺ δ᾽ ἔνδον εὐνᾷ σῶς ἀλυπήτῳ φρενί: 
οὐδ᾽ ἠξίωσέ σ᾽’ οὐδὲν ἄλλο πλὴν ἔρον 
εὐῶπα τῖσαι καὶ φίλην πειθαρχίαν, 
οἵας ἀμοιβὰς ἀνθ᾽ ὅσου δωρήματος. 
ἣν δὴ τυράννῳ δημότης ἀνὴρ χάριν, 
πόσει γ᾽ ὀφείλει τήνδε κοὐκ ἄλλην γυνή; 


ἡ δ᾽, ἢν κυρῇ βαρεῖα, δύσκολος, πικρά, 
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And not obedient to his honest will, 

What is she, but a foul contending rebel, 

And graceless traitor to her loving lord ?—_ 

I am asham’d, that women are so simple 

To offer war, where they should kneel for peace; 
Or seek for rule, supremacy, and sway, 

When they are bound to serve, love, and obey. 
Why are our bodies soft, and weak, and smooth, 
Unapt to toil and trouble in the world, 

But that our soft conditions and our hearts 
Should well agree with our external parts? 
Come, come, you froward and unable worms! 
My mind hath been as big as one of yours, 

My heart as great; my reason, haply, more, 

To bandy word for word, and frown for frown: 
But now I see our lances are but straws; 

Our strength as weak, our weakness past compare,— 
That seeming to be most, which we least are. 
Then vail your stomachs, for it is no boot; 

And place your hands below your husband’s foot: 
In token of which duty, if he please, 

My hand is ready, may it do him ease! 
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ἤν τ᾽ αὐτόβουλος, μήτε χρήστ᾽ αὐτοῦ κλύῃ, 
πῶς οὐ στύγος τι κἀπανάστασις δόμων 
κακή τε προδότιᾳς ἐστὶν ἀνδρὸς εὐφιλοῦς; 

> | 4 fe) 3 Ἁ f Ψ 
αἰσχύνομαι γοῦν, εἰ, πρὸς ὃν πίπτειν ἕδρας 
ἐχρῆν τὸ θῆλυ γονυπετεῖς σπονδῶν τυχεῖν, 

, lA ’ 3 7 “ 
τούτῳ ξυνάπτει πόλεμον εὐήθει τρόπῳ, 
κράτος δὲ θηρᾷ παντελῆ τ᾽ ἐξουσίαν, 
ὅπου λατρείας φαιδρόνου πιστῆς τ’ ἔδει. 
τί δῆτ᾽ ἄναρθρος μαλθακῇ θ᾽ ἁβρὰ φύσει 

3 4 Ν 3 Ca [4 
κἀμήχανος τἄξωθεν ἐκπονεῖν γυνή, 
εἰ μή γ᾽ ἔμελλεν εὖ ξυνάσεσθαι κεαρ 

aft > 9» \ A “A a 9 , 
πραεῖά τ᾽ ὀργὴ τῇ φυῇ ty ᾿ξωτέρω; 
ἴτ᾽, ὦ προσάντη κἀποροῦντα δρέμματα" 
κἄμουγε τηλικοῦτος ἣν ὁ νοῦς τότε, 
ὑμῖν τ᾽ ἴσον τὸ λῆμα" κἂν μᾶλλον Tay’ ἂν 
λόγους λόγοισι συμβαλεῖν δίκαιος ἦ, 
ὀφρύν τ᾽ ἐπᾶραι τῷ συνωφρνωμένῳ. 
ἔγνωκα δ᾽ ἤδη τοὔγχος, ὡς ἄρ᾽ οὐδὲν Hy’ 
\ 4 A A f 9 a , 

γυνὴ γάρ, hv σθένῃ μέν, ἀσθενεῖ μόνον, 
ἣν δ᾽ ἀσθενὴς ἦ, τῷ ποτ᾽ ἐξισωτέον ; 
χῶπερ δοκεῖ μάλιστα, τοῦθ᾽ ἥκιστ᾽ ἔφν. 
μαλάσσετ᾽ οὖν τὸ σπλάγχνον ὧδ᾽ ἄχρηστον ὄν, 
καὶ δεξιὰν προτείνετ᾽ ἐμβῆναι πόσει" 
τέκμαρ δὲ τοῦ δέοντος, εἰ τούτῳ δοκεῖ, 


ἥδ᾽ ἥ γ᾽ ἐμὴ πρόχειρος, fs ὄναιτο δή. 
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THE TWELFTH NIGHT. Act 5. Sc. 2. 


Viota, Ottvia. DvxKeE. 


Vio. My lord would speak, my duty hushes me. 
Olk. If it be aught to the old tune, my lord, 
It is as fat and fulsome to mine ear, 
As howling after music. 
Duke. Still so cruel ? 
Olt. Still so constant, lord. 
Duke. What! to perverseness? you uncivil lady, 
To whose ingrate and inauspicious altars 
My soul the faithfull’st offerings hath breath’d out, 
That e’er devotion tender’d! What shal) I do? 
Oli. Even what it please my lord, that shall become 
him. 
Duke. Why should I not, had I the heart to do it, 
" Like to the Egyptian thief at point of death, 
Kill what I love; a savage jealousy, 
That sometime savours nobly ?—But hear me this: 
Since you to non-regardance cast my faith, 
And that I partly know the instrument 
That screws me from my true place in your favour, 
Live you, the marble-breasted tyrant, still; 
But this, your minion, whom, I know, you love, 
And whom, by heaven I swear, I tender dearly, 
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BI. 
OA. 


AN. 
OA. 
AN. 


OA. 


AN. 


BIOAH. OAIBIA, ANA. 
Αὐδώς μ᾽ ἐπίσχει, δεσπότου μυθουμένου. 
εἴ τι ξυνάσει, δέσποθ᾽, οἷς ὑμνεῖς πάλαι, 
περισσά τ᾽ ὠσὶ παχέα τ᾽ ἴσθι προσφέρων 
κραυγῇ θ᾽ ὅμοια διαδόχῳ μελῳδίας. 
πικρὰ γὰρ οὕτως ἐμμένεις ; 
πιστὴ μὲν οὖν. 
χλιδῇ σὺ πιστὴ δῆτ᾽, ἀναρσία γύναι, 
ἧς δυσχαρίστους δυσμενεῖς τ᾽ ἐπ᾽ ἐσχάρας 
ὁρκώματ᾽ ἐκπέπνευκα καρδίας ἄπο, 
ὅποϊ᾽ ἔνειμεν οὐδ᾽ ὁ θεοσεβὴς θεοῖς. 
τί δῆτα δράσω; 
δραστέον τὰ τοιάδε, 
of ἂν δοκῇ σοι, δέσποτ᾽, εὐπρεπῶς τ᾽ ἔχῃ. 
τί δ᾽ οὐ τὰ φίλτατ᾽, εἴ γ᾽ ἐκαρτέρουν τὸ δρᾶν, 
σφάξειν ἔμελλον ὧδ᾽ ἄν, os Αὐγύπτιος | 
τὸ πρόσθε λῃστὴς θανασίμοις ἐπ᾽ ἐκπνοαῖς ; 
σκληρῶς φθονήσας" ἔστι δ᾽ οὗ σκληρὸς φθόνος 
δόξαν φέροιτ᾽ ἄν. GAN ἄκουέ μου τόσον' 
ἐπεί γ᾽ ἄτιμον πίστιν ἐκβάλλεις ἐμήν, 
κἀπίσταμαι σχεδόν τι τοὔργανον, δι’ οὗ 
τῆς σῆς δικαίας χάριτος ἐκκυλίνδομαε, 
σὺ μὲν τύραννον ἡ σιδηρόφρων ἔτ᾽ ἂν 
αἰῶνα τείνοιϑ' κεῖνο δ᾽ αὖ μείλυγμα σόν, 
ὃν δῆλος εἶ ποθοῦσα, χὠς πολλοῦ πέρι 
L 
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Him will I tear out of that cruel eye, 
Where he sits crowned in his master’s spite.— 
Come, boy, with me; my thoughts are ripe in 
mischief : 
T’ll sacrifice the lamb that I do love, 
To spite a raven’s heart within a dove. 
Vio. And I, most jocund, apt, and willingly, 
To do you rest, a thousand deaths would die. 
Olt. Where goes Cesario ἢ . 
Vio. After him I love, 
More than I love these eyes, more than my life, 
More, by all mores, than e’er I shall love wife; 
If I do feign, you witnesses above, 
Punish my life, for tainting of my love! 
Ol. Ah me, detested! how am 1 beguil’d! 
Vio. Who does beguile you? who does do you wrong? 
Ol. Hast thou forgot thyself? Is it so long? 
Call forth the holy father. 
Duke. Come away. 
Ol. Whither, my lord?—Cesario, husband, stay. 
Duke. Wusband ? 


Oh. Ay; husband ; Can he that deny? 
Duke. Her husband, sirrah ? 
Vio. No, my lord, not I. 


Oli. Alas, if is the baseness of thy fear, 
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ΒΙ. 


OA, 
O BI, 


OA. 
BI. 
OA. 


AN. 
OA. 
AN. 
OA. 
AN. 
BI. 
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κἀγὼ “ποιοῦμαι, Saluovas μαρτύρομαι, 
ὄσσων ἀφέλξω τοῦτον ἐκ τῶν ἀγρίων, 
ἐν οἷς κάθηται δεσπότου στεφθεὶς βίᾳ. 
ἴωμεν, ὦ Tat νοῦς yap ἀκμάζει κακοῖς" 
τὸν ἄρνα τοι θύσαιμ᾽ ἄν, ὃν στέργων κυρῶ, 
λύπην πελείᾳ κόρακος ἐμφύσαις φρεσίν. 
κἄγωγ᾽ ἀόκνῳ φαιδρόνους προθυμίᾳ 
τλαίην ἄν, ὧς ὄναιο, πτολλάκις θανεῖν. 
ποῖ δ᾽ ἐμπορεύει ; 
τὸν φιλούμενον μέτα" 
μᾶλλον γὰρ ὄσσων τόνδε καὶ ψυχῆς φιλῶ, 
μᾶλλόν τε, τοῦ γε μᾶλλον εἰς ὑπερβολήν, 
ἢ σύξυγον γυναῖκα μέλλοιμ᾽ ἂν φιλεῖν. 
kel ψεύδομαι, τίσαιμι, θεοὶ ξυνίστορες, 
ἄποινα φιλίας τῆς μιανθείσης φόνον. 
ὦ μῖσος, ὡς ἄρ᾽ ἡ τάλαιν᾽ ἐκλεπτόμην. 
τίς δῆθ᾽ ὁ κλέπτων ἐστί; τίς σε δρᾷ κακῶς; 
ἢ γὰρ λέλησαι; σὺν τόσῳ χρόνῳ τάδε; 
ἔτ᾽ οὖν, τὸν ἱερὸν πρέσβυν ἐκκαλεῖθ'. 
ἕπου. 
ποῖ, δέσποτ᾽ ; ἀλλ᾽, ὦ φίλτατ᾽, ὦ γήμας μένε. 
γήμας ; 
ἔγημε. μῶν γὰρ ἀρνοῖτ᾽ ἂν τὸ μή; 
οὗτος σύ, τήνδ᾽ ἔγημας ; 
οὐκ ἔγωγ᾽, ἄναξ. 
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That makes thee strangle thy propriety: 
Fear not, Cesario, take thy fortunes up; 

Be that thou know’st thou art, and then thou art 
As great as that thou fear’st. 


(1864. 
RICHARD THE SECOND. Acr 6. So. 2. 


Yorx, Dvoness, 


York. Then, as I said, the duke, great Bolingbroke,;—= 
Mounted upon a hot and fiery steed, : 
Which his aspiring rider seem’d to know,— 

With slow, but stately pace, kept on his course, 

While all tongues cried—God save thee, Boling« 
broke | 

You would have thought the very windows spake, 

So many greedy looks of young and old 

Through casements darted their desiring eyes 

Upon his visage; and that all the walls, 

With painted imag’ry, hath said at once,— 

Jesu preserve thee! Welcome, Bolingbroke! 

Whilst he, from one side to the other turning, 

Bare-headed, lower than his proud steed’s neck, 


Bespake them thus,—I thank you, countrymen: 
And thus still doing, thus he passed along. 
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OA. 


φεῦ' 

οὐδὲν γὰρ ἄλλο πλὴν ἀνανδρία κακὴ 
ποιεῖ σ᾽ ἀναιρεῖν τοὔνομ᾽, οὗ μέτεστί σοι. 
σὺ δ᾽ ἀντέχεσθαι τλῆθι τῆς σαυτοῦ τύχης" 
24 


ἄγ᾽, ἴσθι κεῖνος ὅστις ὧν ξύνοισθ᾽, ἐπεὶ 


τότ᾽ ἂν μέτρα σχοῖς ταὐτὰ σῷ φοβήματι. 


1864.] 


A. 


ANAZ. ΤΎΝΗ, 
Τοὐντεῦθεν, ὥσπερ εἶπον, ἐπὶ πώλου BeBas 
κριθῶντος αἴθωνός τε καὶ τὸν ἀμβάτην 
τύραννα πράσσοντ᾽ εἰδότος, δοκεῖν ἐμοί, 
ὁ παντελὴς στρατηγός, “Ἑρρικον λέγω, 
Bpadus μὲν ἕρπων σεμνόπους δ᾽ ὡδουπόρει. 
ἔλασκε δ᾽ εὐφημοῦσα πάνδημας πόλις 
Εὐδαιμονοίης σὺν Θεῷ, σεμνὸν κάρα. 
kav τῷδε θυρίδας γ᾽ εἶπας ἂν φωνεῖν, ὅθεν 
ἄπληστον εἰσορῶντες ὀφθαλμῶν ἄπο 
νέοι γέροντες ἱμέρου τοξεύματα 
ἴαπτον εἴς νιν, πάντα τ᾽ ἐγγεγραμμένων 
τοίχων βοᾶν ποικίλματ᾽ ἐξ ἑνὸς ῥόθου 
Χαῖρ᾽ ἡμὶν, ὦναξ, ἵλεων δ᾽ ὄχοις Θεόν. 
χὠ δεξιῶς ror’, ἄλλοτ᾽ ἐξ ἀριστερᾶς 
ἔνερθε νεύων εὐγενοῦς ἵππου δέρης 
τὸ κρῶτα γυμνόν, εἶπε τόνδ᾽ αὐτοῖς λόγον" 
Ὑμῖν, πολῖται, μυρίαν ἔχω χάριν. 


καὶ ταῦτ᾽ ἀεὶ δρῶν ὧδ᾽ ὁδὸν πορεύεται. 
1, ὃ 
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Duch. Alas, poor Richard! where rides he the while? 
York. As in a theatre, the eyes of men, 
After a well-graced actor leaves the stage, 
Are idly bent on him that enters next, 
Thinking his prattle to be tedious: 
Even so, or with much more contempt, men’s eyes 
Did scowl on Richard; no man cried, God save him ; 
No joyful tongue gave him his welcome home: 
But dust was thrown upon his sacred head; 
Which with such gentle sorrow he shook off,— 
His face still combating with tears and smiles, 
The badges of his grief and patience,— 
That had not God, for some strong purpose, steel’d 
The hearts of men, they must perforce have melted, 
And barbarism itself have pitied him. 


, 1865.] 
MACBETH. Aor 8. So. &. 
Lapy ΜΆΟΒΕΤΗ. Maosers. 

Lady M. Wow now, my lord! why do you keep alone, 
Of sorriest fancies your companions making, 
Using those thoughts, which should indeed have died 
With them they think on? Things without remedy 
Should be without regard: what’s done, is done. 
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I. οἴμοι “PrydpSou' ποῦ γὰρ ἦν ἐν τῷδ᾽ ἰών ; 
A. os εὐφυής tis ἡνίκ᾽ ἐξιών ποτε 
σκηνὴν ἐρημοῖ μῖμος, οἱ θεώμενοι 
ἀθροῦσιν ἄνδρα τὸν ἐπιόντ᾽ ἀνειμέναιφ 
εἰκῆ κόραισιν, ὧς λάλημα μακρὸν ὄν" 
᾿ οὕτω δὲ κἄτ᾽ ἔχθιον εἰσορῶσί νιν 
ἀστοὶ στυγοῦντες καὶ συνωφρυωμένοι. 
οὐδεὶς ἐπωρθίαζεν εὔφημον βοὴν 
οὐδ᾽ εὐστόμοισι νόστιμον προσφθέγμασιν 
ἠσπάξετ᾽'" ἔῤῥιπτον δὲ τοῦ σεμνοῦ κόνιν, 
ἣν πρευμενῶς ἀλγῶν περ ἐξωμόρξατο, 
γέλωτι δακρύοις tr ὄμμ᾽ ἔχων διχοστάτουν, 
λύπης τεκμηρίοισε τλησικαρδίου, 
ὥστ᾽ εἴ τι μὴ Θεὸς δεινὸν ἐννοούμενος 
ἀδαμαντίνας ἔθηκεν ἀνθρώποις φρένας, 
ἦν τἂν ἀνάγκη μαλθακισθῆναι βίᾳ 


τὸ βάρβαρόν τ᾽ ἂν αὐτό νιν κατοικτίσαι. 


1865. 


TY. ἔα; 
τί δὲ παθών, ὦ φίλτατ᾽ ἀνδρῶν, τήνδ᾽ ἄγεις ἐρημίαν, 


ΜΑΚΒΗΘΟΣ, [ΓὙΝΗ͂. 


ταῖς ὑπερπίκροις ξυνοικῶν φροντίσιν μόνος μόναις, 
ὧν τ᾽ ἔδει ξὺν τοῖς θανοῦσιν ἔνθεν ἐξέφυ θανεῖν 
τῶνδε καλχαίνων πρόνοιαν ; τοῖς ἀμηχάνοισί τοι 


οὐδ᾽ ἐπιστροφὴν νέμοι» ἂν ὡς ἐπ’ ἐξειργασμένοι. 
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Mach. We have scotch’d the snake, not Κι ἃ it; 
She'll close, and be herself, whilst our poor malice 
Remains in danger of her former tooth. 

But let 

The frame of things disjoint, both the worlds suffer, 
Ere we will eat our meal in fear, and sleep 

In the affliction of these termble dreams, 

That shake us nightly: better be with the dead, 
Whom we, to gain our peace, have sent to peace, 
Than on the torture of the mind to lie 

In restless ecstasy. Duncan. is in his grave; 
After life’s fitful fever, he sleeps well; 

Treason has done his worst: nor steel, nor poison, 
Malice domestic, foreign levy, nothing, 

Can touch him further! 

Lady M. Come on; 

Gentle my lord, sleek o’er your rugged looks; 
Be bright and jovial ’mong your guests to-night. 

Macb. So shall I, love; and so, I pray, be you: 
Let your remembrance apply to Banquo; 
Present him eminence, both with eye and tongue: 
Unsafe the while, that we 
Must lave our honours in these flattering streams, 
And make our faces vizards to our hearts, 
Disguising what they are. 

Lady M. You must leave this. 


1865.] PORSON PRIZE. 175 


MA. τὸν δράκοντ᾽ ἄρ᾽ οὐτάσαντες ob κατέκταμέν ye μήν, 
ὡς ὃ μὲν ξυμφύντος ἕλκους τὸν πρὶν ἀλλάξει τύπον, 
νῷν δὲ τοῖν μάτην στυγοὔντοιν δεινός ἐσθ᾽ ὁ πρόσθ᾽ ὀδούς. 
βάθρα δ᾽ οὖν διάσπαραχθέντ᾽ οὐρανοῦ γαίας θ᾽ ἅμα 
ἐῤῥέτω φύρδην, πρὶν ἡμᾶς ἐν μέσοις δευπνεῖν φόβους 
δυσχίμῳ 7 ὀνειροφάντων δειμάτων τρικυμίᾳ 
παννύχους οὕτω σαλεύειν.. κρεῖσσον és νεκροὺν τελεῖν, 
ods τὰ νῷν σπεύδοντες ἥσυχ᾽ ἡσύχους ἐπέμψαμεν 
ἐς δόμους, ἢ δηξιθύμοις ἐκτάδην στρέβλαις φρενῶν 
ἄγρυπνον βάκχευμα λυσσᾶν. ἐν τάφοις ἄναξ, νόσον 
ὧν μετ᾽ ἔμπληκτον φλέγουσαν, ἡδέως εὕδει πεσών. 
τἄσχατ᾽ ἐξέπραξ᾽ ὁ προδότης" χαλκὸς οὐδὲ φάρμακον 
οὐδ᾽ ἐπηλύδων στρατεύματ᾽ οὐδ᾽ “Apns ἐμφύλιος, 
οὐ τὸ λουπὸν οὐδὲν ἄλλο τοῦ θανόντος ἅψεται. 

TY. εἶα δὴ σκυθρωπὰ λύσας δέργματ᾽ εὐπροσηγόροιφ 
φαιδρόνους τρόποισιν, ὦναξ εὐγενές, δέχου ξένους 
οὕσπερ oe νὺξ προπέμπει. , 

MA. ταῦτα καὶ δράδω, γύναϊ'" 
δρᾶσον ὡσαύτως δὲ καὶ σύ' Βαγχίῳ δ᾽ ἐφάρμοσον 
πρευμένειαν, εὐπρόσωπόν τ᾽’ ἀπόδος εὔγλωσσον σέβαϑ' 
νῷν δ᾽ ἐπὶ ξυροῦ βεβῶσαν olda τὴν τύχην, ἐν ᾧ 
εὐρόοις τὸ σεμνὸν ὧδε τέγγομεν θωπεύμασιν 
κρύπτομέν τε Tas ἔσωθεν, ds tpocwtrelm, φρένας, 
σχῆμα φαιδρωπὸν προθέντες. 


TT. ἀλλ’ ἐατέον τάδέ. 
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Mach. O, full of scorpions is my mind, dear wife ! 
Thou know’st that Banquo, and his Fleance, lives. 

Lady M. But in them nature’s copy’s not eterne. 

Mach. There’s comfort yet; they are assailable ; 
Then be thou jocund: ere the bat hath flown 
His cloister’d flight, ere to black Hecate’s summons 
The shard-borne beetle with his drowsy hums 
Hath rung night’s yawning peal, there shall be done 
A deed of dreadful note. 

Lady M. What’s to be done? 

Mach. Be innocent of the knowledge, dearest chuck, 
Till thou applaud the deed. Come, seeling night, 
Scarf up the tender eye of pitiful day; 

And, with thy bloody and invisible hand, 

Cancel and tear to pieces that great bond 

Which keeps me pale!—lLight thickens; and the 
crow 

Makes wing to the rooky wood: 

Good things of day begin to droop and drowse; 

Whiles night’s black agents to their preys do rouse. 

Thou marvell’st at my words; but hold thee still ; 

Things bad begun make strong themselves by ill. 

So, prithee, go with me. 
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MA. ὦ γύναι, βρύει δ᾽ ἐχιδνῶν μυρίων τοὐμὸν κέαρ, 
Βάγχιον γὰρ αὐτὸν οἶσθα παῖδά 6 ὡς βλέπουσ᾽ ἔτι. 
ΓΎ. μῶν τὰ συμβολαῖ᾽ ἄπαυστα ξυνέβαλέ σφιν ἡ φύσις ; 
MA. οὔχ, ἁλώσιμοι γάρ εἶσι' τοῦτο νῷν θέλξει φρένα" 
τουγαροῦν εὔφραινε σαυτήν, οὐ γὰρ ἀμφικίέονας 
νυκτερὶς δόμους διάξει, νερτέρας δ᾽ ὁρμῇ θεᾶς 
οὐ τετραπτέροις ὑπηχῶν κάνθαρος ῥοιξήμασιν 
ἀγγελεῖ, κώδων ὅπως τις, νυκτὸς αἰανῆ δρόμον, 
πρᾶγμα πρὶν δεινὸν πεπρᾶχθαι. 
TT. ποῖα δῆτα πρακτέον ; 
MA, τοῦ ξινειδέναι γ᾽ ἄπειρος ἴσθι, φίλτατον κάρα, 
ἔστ᾽ ἂν αἰνέσῃς τὸ πρῶγος. ἀλλ᾽ ἴθ᾽ ὦ τυφλοῦσα νύξ 
μαλθακῆς φίλοικτον ὄμμᾳ ξυγκάλυψον ἡμέρας, 
τὴν δὲ συγγραφὴν ἐκείνην, ἦ με συνδήσασ᾽ ἔχει 
ὠχρὸν ὧδε, τῇ κρνφαίᾳ καὶ μιαιφόνῳ χερὶ 
ἀφάνισον καταῤῥάκωσον.---ξυσκιάξεται τὸ φῶς, 
χὠ κόραξ ὥρμηκεν ὕλης ἐς φιλορνίθας μύχου», 
τἀσθλὰ δ᾽ ὑπνώσσει κατηφῆ πάνθ᾽ ὅσ᾽ ἡμέρα τρέφει, 
κἀπ᾽ ἄγραν ἐγερτὶ φοιτᾷ νυκτὸς ὀρφναῖος στρατός. 
φεῦ" 
ἐκπλαγεῖσ᾽ ἤκουσας ἀμὸν μῦθον, ἀλλ᾽ ἔχ᾽ ἥσυχος" 
τὰκ κακῆς ὁρμώμεν᾽ ἀρχῆς διὰ κακῶν ἄλλων σθένος 
ἐξέθρεψεν" ἀλλ᾽ ἴωμεν εἰ θέλει» δ᾽ ὅπου γύναι. 
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MEASURE FOR MEASURE. Aor 8. Seo. 1. 


Duxr. CLAvuptio. 


Duke. So then you hope of pardon from Lord Angelo ὃ 

Cl. The miserable have no other medicine 
But only hope: 

I’ve hope to live, and am prepared to die. 

Duke. Be absolute for death; either death or life 
Shall thereby be the sweeter. Reason thus with life: 
If I do lose thee, I do lose a thing 
That none but fools would keep: 8. breath thou art, 
Servile to all the skyey influences, 

That dost this habitation, where thou keep’st, 
Hourly afflict: merely, thou art death’s fool; 

For him thou labour’st by thy flight to shun 
And yet runn’st toward him still. Thou art not noble ; 
For all the accommodations that thou bear’st 

Are nurs’d by baseness: Thou’rt by no means valiant ; 
For thou dost fear the soft and tender fork 

Of a poor worm: Thy best of rest is sleep, 

And that thou oft provokest ; yet grossly fear’st 
Thy death, which is no more. Thou art not thyself; 
For thou exist’st on many a thousand grains 
That issue out of dust. Happy thou art not; 
For what thou hast not, still thou strivest to get, 
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ANAZ. KAAYAION. 


A. ΤΡΕΦΕΙΣ dp’ ἐλπίδ᾽ ὥστε συγγνώμης τυχεῖν 
ταγοῦ παρ᾽ ᾿Αγγέλωνος ; 

K, ἐλπὶς yap μόνον 
τοῖν δυσμόροις ξύνεστι φάρμακον πόνων" 
Civ ἐλπίδ᾽ ἴσχω, κατθανεῖν ὅτοιμος ὦν. 

A. ἐγκαρτέρει δὴ θάνατον, ὡς ἐκ τῶνδέ σοι 
ἥδιον εἴτ᾽ οὖν θάνατος εἴτ᾽ ἔσται βίος" 
ἐπεὶ ξύναψον τούσδε τῷ βίῳ λόγου" 
ἣν σοῦ στερηθῶ, τὸ στέρημα τίς ποτ᾽ ἂν 
μὴ μῶρος ὧν caqee πνεῦμ᾽ ἄλλως γὰρ εἶ, 
δούλευμα πασῶν τῶν κατ᾽ οὐρανὸν πλανῶν, 
ds αἰὲν οἴκημ᾽ ἔνθ᾽ ἐνῳκίσθης τόδε 
θράσσεις' ἁπλῶς ὁ Θάνατος ὡς μῖμόν a’ ἔχει; 
φυγῇ γὰρ αὐτὸν ἐκφυγεῖν περ ἐκπονῶν, 
δρομαῖος ἐσπίτνεις νιν' οὐ γενναῖος εἶ, 
καὶ γὰρ πρόπασαν ἣν κατασκευὴν φορεῖς 
τρέφει τὸ φαῦλον" οὐδαμῶς εὔτολμος el, 
ὅστις τέρειναν μαλθακὴν σμικροῦ τρέμεις 
δράκοντος ἄρδιν' σῆς σχολῆς ἀκμή ’of ὕπνος, 
ὃν πολλὰ προκαλεῖ κᾷθ᾽ ὁ νωθρὸς ἐκφοβεῖ 
θάνατον, τὸν οὐδὲν πλεῖον" οὐδ᾽ ἄρ᾽ ἦσθ᾽ ὃς εἶ, 
ἐκ μυρίων γὰρ ψηγμάτων, ἃ δὴ κόνις 
φύει, διαξῆς" οὐδὲ μὴν εὐδαιμονεῖς, 


ὅστις τὸ πόρσω μὲν λαβεῖν θηρᾷ, τὸ δ᾽ αὖ 
Μ 
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And what thou hast, forget’st. Thou art not certain; 
For thy complexion shifts to strange effects, 
After the moon. If thou art rich, thou’rt poor; 
For, like an ass whose back with ingots bows, 
Thou, bear’st thy heavy riches but a journey, 
And death unloads thee. Friend hast thou none ; 
For thine own bowels, which do call thee sire, 
The mere effusion of thy proper loins, 
Do curse the gout, serpigo, and the rheum, 
For ending thee no sooner. Thou hast nor 
youth nor age, | 

But, as it were, an after-dinner’s sleep, 
Dreaming on both; for all thy blessed youth 
Becomes as aged, and doth beg the alms 
Of palsied eld; and when thou art old and rich, 
Thou hast neither heat, affection, limb, nor beauty, 
To make thy riches pleasant. What’s yet in this 
That bears the name of life? Yet in this life 
Lie hid moe thousand deaths; yet death we fear, 
That makes these odds all even. 

Cl. I humbly thank you. 
To sue to live, I find I seek to die; 
And, seeking death, find life: let it come on. 
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παρὸν λαθεῖν σ᾽ clacas’ ov βέβαιος εἶ, 

ἐπ’ ἀσταθμήτοις γὰρ τὸ σὸν μήνην κάτα 
ἄσσει μεταβολαῖς ὄμμα. Ket πλουτεῖς, πένει" 
χρυσοῦ γὰρ ὥς τις vat’ ὄνος καμφθεὶς βάρει, 
ὁδὸν βραχεῖαν “-λοῦτον ἐμβριθῆ φέρεις, 
κἀκοὐφισέν σ᾽ ὁ Θάνατος" οὐ φίλους γ᾽ ἔχει», 
τὸ γὰρ σεαυτοῦ σπέρμ᾽ ὑφ᾽ οὗ καλεῖ πατήρ, 
βλάστημ᾽ ἀκραιφνὲς γαστρὸς οἰκείας, ὅμως 
ἔρπητα ποδάγραν ῥεῦμα δεννάξει πάλαι, 
νόσου βραδείας μέμψιν" οὐχ ἤβην ἔχεις, 

ov γῆρας, ὡς δ᾽ ἐν διαδόχῳ δείπνων ὕπνῳ 
ὀνείρατ᾽ ἀμφοῖν" ἡ δὲ σῆς ἥβης χαρὰ 
ἰσόπρεσβυς ἐκβέβηκε καὶ πτωχοὺς τροφὰς 
ἄναρθρον αἰτεῖ γῆρας" εἰ δ᾽ ἤδη γέρων 
πλουτεῖς, τότ᾽ οὐ τὸ θερμόν, οὐκ ἔρωτ᾽ ἔχεις 


οὐ κάλλος, οὐ σθένος τι, θησαυρισμάτων 


᾿ἄρτυμα τῶν σῶν" ποῖ᾽ ἔτ᾽ ἀμπέχει τὄδε 


τὸ δῆθεν ὄνομα βίον ἔχον ; βίος γὰρ οὖν 
θάνατον κέκευθε μυρίον, τοῦτόν γε μὴν 
φοβούμεθ᾽ ὃς wav τἄνισον τίθησ᾽ ἴσον... 

A 4 / b A f 
πολλὴν ἔχω σοι, καίπερ ἐκ σμικρῶν, χάριν' 
τὸ ζῆν ap’ αἰτῶν, κατθανεῖν ξητῶ, τὸ δ᾽ αὖ 


θανεῖν ματεύων, ζῶν κυρῶ" τὸ δ᾽ οὖν ἴτω. 
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TEMPEST. Act 1. 8. 2. 
MIRANDA, PROSPERO. 

Mira. O, my heart bleeds 
To think οὐ the teen that I have turned you to, 
Which is from my remembrance! Please you, 

further. 

Pro. My brother, and thy uncle, call’d Antonio,— 
I pray thee, mark me, that a brother should 
Be so perfidious—he whom, next thyself, 
Of all the world I loved, and to him put 
The manage of my state; as, at that time, 
Through all the signiories it was the first, 
And Prospero the prime duke, being so reputed 
In dignity, and for the liberal arts 
Without a parallel; those being all my study, 
The government I cast upon my brother, 
And to my state grew stranger, being transported, 
And rapt in secret studies. Thy false uncle— 
Dost thou attend me? 

Mira. Sir, most heedfully. 

Pro. Being once perfected how to grant suits, 
How to deny them; whom to advance, and whom 
To trash for overtopping; new created 


The creatures that were mine; I say, or chang’d 
them, 
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ATAYH. EYAAIMON. 


A.* Der ded" 
οἴκτῳ τέτηκα τὴν φρέν᾽ ὧν ὠδῖν᾽ dpa 
ἐλάνθανόν σοι προσβαλοῦσ᾽ αὐτὴ χρόνῳ 
ἀμνημονοῦσα. τἀπίλοιπα & ἂν λέγοις. 

E. ᾿Αντώνιός τίς ἐστι σοὶ Θεῖος γεγὼς 
ἐμοὶ δ᾽ ἀδελφός" ἐννόει δὲ, λίσσομαι, 
οἵαν ἐτόλμα προδοσίαν ἀδελφὸς ὦν. 
κείνῳ κυροῦντι φιλτάτῳ πλὴν σοῦ βροτῶν 
πόλεως διοικεῖν πράγματ᾽ εἰσεχείρισα, 
πρώτης μὲν οὔσης τῶν πόλεων, πρῶτος δ᾽ ἐγὼ 
τῶν κοιράνων 7 τῶν τότ᾽, ἐν τιμῆς μέρει 
δοκῶν τοιοῦτον, εἷς δ᾽ ἀνὴρ ἐλευθέραις 
ὑπερφέρων τέχναισι, πρὸς ταύταισι δ᾽ ὧν 
μεθῆχ᾽ ὁμαίμῳ τὴν δυναστείαν ἐμῷ, 
καί μοι Tap ἀστῶν μᾶλλον ἀγνοία προσῆν 
τἄρρητα καλχαίνοντι φροντίδων πλάνοι. 
ὁ δ᾽ οὐδὲν ὑγιὲς γνοὺς ὁ σὸς πάτρως τί δρᾶ; 
νέμεις τιν᾽ ὥραν τῶνδε; 

Α. τὴν πλείστην γ᾽, ἄναξ. 

E. ὁ δ᾽ οὖν μαθὼν νεύειν τε tots αἰτουμένοις 
πάλιν τ᾽ ἀπαυδᾶν, οὕστινας τ᾽ αὔξειν δέοι 
ὅπου τε τὸν περισσὰ δρῶντ᾽ ἐρητύειν, 


ἀρχὰς μετέστησ᾽, ἃς καταστήσας κυρῶ, ; 
Μ. 
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Or else new-form’d them: having both the key 


Of officer and office, set all hearts 1’ the state 

To what tune pleased his ear; that now he was 

The ivy, which had hid my princely trunk, 

And suck’d my verdure out on’t.—Thou attend’st 
not : 


I pray thee, mark me. 


Mara. O good Sir, I do. 


Pro. 


I thus neglecting worldly ends, all dedicate 
To closeness, and the bettering of my mind 


' “With that, which, but by being so retir’d, 


O’er-priz’d all popular rate, in my false brother 

Awak’d an evil nature: and my trust, 

Like a good parent, did beget of him 

A falsehood, in its contrary as great 

As my trust was; which had, indeed, no limit, 

A confidence sans bound. He being thus lorded, 

Not only with what my revenue yielded, 

But what my power might else exact,—like one, 

Who having, unto truth, by telling of it, 

Made such a sinner of his memory, 

To credit his own lie,—he did believe 

He was indeed the duke; out of the substitution, 

And executing the outward face of royalty, 

With all prerogative;—Hence his ambition 
growing— 
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μῥετάρρυθμίξων ἢ μεταλλάσσων ἅπαξ 
τὸν κόλλοπ᾽ οὖν ἄρχοντος ἠδ᾽ ἀρχῆς νέμων 
πάσας ξυνάδειν καρδίας τὰς ἐν tones 
Toles ὠσὶν αὑτοῦ πρὸς χάριν συνήρμοσεν. 
ὥστ᾽ ἐγκαλύψας κισσὸς ὧς τὸν πυθμένα 
τὸν ἀρχικόν μοι τὴν χλόην ἐξείρυσεν. 
σοὶ δ᾽ οὐ μέλει Te τῶνδε. 
πῶς γὰρ ov, πάτερ ; 

ὸ θ a ¥ @2o 5 7) 2 \ 
πρὸς θεῶν ἄκουσον. ὧδ᾽ ἀτιμάσας ἐγὼ 

¥ ra) \ \ Δ) d A γ 
τἄντιμα θνητοῖς τὴν σκιὰν δ᾽ αἱνῶν μόνην 
καὶ νοῦν φρενῶσαι, κτῆμ᾽ ὃ μὴ κεκρυμμένον 
qv οὐ κατ᾽’ ἀξίωμα δημοθροῦ κλέους, 
λῆμ᾽ ὠμμάτωσα στυγνὸν ἐν φαύλῳ κάσει' 

’ \ ς 2 > ΓΚ 
κείνῳ δὲ πίστις, χρηστὸς ὡς πατήρ, ἐμή, 
ς , > 3 ἢ 4 , y 
ἡ κάρτ᾽ ἀτέρμων οὖσα Kal τέλους ἄτερ, 

rw 9 f > 2? 2 / 

τοσήνδ᾽ ἐγέννησ᾽ ἀντίαν ἀπιστίαν. 
ς 3 = > A \ 3 A A ray 
ὁ δ᾽ οὖν ἐμῶν μὲν εἰσφορῶν καρποῦ κρατῶν 
ἐμὸν δὲ κῦρος ὧν ἔτ᾽ εἰσέπρασσ᾽ ἀεί, 


ς at e a 9 ‘ / , 
ὡς ψεῦδος ὑμνῶν εἶτα τὴν μνήμην τόσον 


e , > 3. 7 a 
ἁμαρτάνειν τίς εἰς ἀλήθειαν ποιεῖ 


ὥστ᾽ αὐτὸς ἁξέκλεψεν ἀψευδῆ νέμει, 
οὕτως ὅδ᾽ ἔργῳ κοιρανεῖν ἐπείθετο. 
κἀκ ths διαδοχῆς παντελῶς τἀξωτέρω 


’ “ 2 A a 
Tupavva πράσσων μεῖζον ἐκ τούτων φρονεῖ. 
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CATILINE. <Acr 8. So. 6. 


Art this we roused, lest one small minute’s stay 
Had left it to be inquired, what Rome was; 
And, as we ought, arm’d in the confidence 

Of our great cause, in form of battle stood ; 
Whilst Catiline came on, not with the face 

Of any man, but of a public ruin. 

His countenance was a civil war itself, 

And all his host had standing in their looks 
The paleness of the death that was to come; 
Yet cried they out like vultures, and urged on, 
As if they would precipitate our fates. 

Nor stay’d we longer for them: but himself 
Struck the first stroke; and with it fled a life, 
Which cut, it seem’d a narrow neck of land 
Had broke between two mighty seas, and either 
Flow’d into other; for so did the slaughter ; 
And whirl’d about, as when two violent tides 
Meet and not yield. The Furies stood on hills, 
Circling the place, and trembling to see men 
Do more than they; whilst Piety left the field, 
Grieved for that side, that in so bad a cause 
They knew not what a crime their valour was. 
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‘OPMAINOMEN δ᾽ ἐκ τῶνδε, μὴ, ᾽χοντός γέ του 
μονῆς χάριν βραχεῖαν, ἡ Ῥώμη φθάνοι 
λιποῦσα κῆδος ἱστορεῖν φρουδῆς πέρι" 
σεμνῶν δὲ πίστιν ὁρκίων ὡπλισμένοι, 

ὧς χρῆν, σταθέντες τάξιν εἴχομεν δορός" 
κἀν τῷδε Κατιλίνης βροτοῦ μὲν οὐδενὸς 
προσέμολεν ΓΑτης δ᾽ ὄμμα παγκοίνον φέρων' 
πρόσωπα δ᾽ οὐδὲν ἄλλο πλὴν ἐμφύλιον 
“Aon δεδόρκεϊ" ξὺν δ᾽ ὅσοι παρεστάτουν, 
Αἴδης ἐφεστὼς βλέμμασιν προσίξανε 
χλωροῖς" ὅμως δ᾽ ἔκλαξον, οἰωνῶν δίκην, 
ὧς δῆτ᾽ ἐπισκήψοντες ἀφνίδιον μόρον" 
οὕτως ἐπῆσσον οὐδ᾽ ἄρ᾽ ἔτι γ᾽ ἐμείναμεν, 
προτέλει’ ἔπαισε δ᾽ αὐτός" ἐν δ᾽ ἀπώχετο 
ψυχή τις, ἧσπερ αὐτίκ᾽ ἐν σχισμῷ, στενὸν 
épalver’ ἰσθμὸς πελαγέων μέσῳ δυοῖν 
μεγάλων διαστὰς, εἶτ᾽ ἐπικλύξειν πόρος 
ἐπ’ ἄλλος ἄλλον' ὧδε γοῦν φόνος ῥέων 
κυκλοῦτο δίναις, ὧς δυοῖν πολυρρόθων 

ἐν ἀμφιλέκτῳ ξυμβολῇ πλημμυρίδων. 
Σεμναὶ δὲ κύκλῳ τοῦ πεδαρσίου τόπον 
φρούρημ᾽ ἔλευσσον οὐκ ἀτάρβητοι βροτοὺς 
αὑτῶν πλέον ῥέζοντας" ἐξέλευπε δὲ 

Αἰδὼς ἀγῶν᾽, εὑροῦσα πένθος, οἵτινες 


σπεύδοντες ἀσπούδαστά γ᾽ οὐκ ἐμάνθανον 
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The sun stood still, and was, behind the cloud 

The battle made, seen sweating, to drive up 

His frighted horse, whom still the noise drove 
backward. 

And now had fierce Enyo, like a flame, 

Consumed all it could reach, and then itself, 

Had not the fortune of the commonwealth 

Come, Pallas-like, to every Roman thought. 
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HENRY VI, ParrlI. Acr 4 So. 5. 


TaLBoT. JOHN. 


ZYal. O young John Talbot! I did send for thee, 
To tutor thee in stratagems of war; 
That Talbot’s name might be in thee reviv’d, 
When sapless age, and weak unable limbs, 
Should bring thy father to his drooping chair. 
But,—O malignant and ill-boding stars !— 
Now thou art come unto a feast of death, 
A terrible and unavoided danger: 
Therefore, dear boy, mount on my swiftest horse; 
And I’ll direct thee how thou shalt escape 
By sudden flight: come, dally not, be gone. 
John. Is my name Talbot? and am I your son? 
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ὡς πόλλ᾽ ἀριστεύσαντες of ἄρ᾽ ἠδίκουν. 
Ἥλιον ἐλινύσαντα καὶ νέφους μάχῃ 
ξυστάντος ἐξόπισθεν ἦν μυδῶνθ᾽ ὁρᾶν, 
εἴ πως ἀλύων ἵππος ἀνατείνοι δρόμον" 
ψόφος γὰρ αἰὲν ἐστρόβει παλίσσντον. 
ἤδη δ᾽ ᾿Εννὼ θουρία φλογὸς δίκην 
ὅσων ἐφάψαιτ᾽ εἶτα κἂν αὑτὴν ἅμα 
ἤστωσεν, εἰ μὴ τῆς πολισσούχον σέβας 


Πάλλαδος ἀρωγὸν παντὸς εἰσῆλθεν φρένα. 


1869, ] 
TOAMIAHS IIPEZBYTEPOZ—TOAMIAHS NEQTEPO*. 


Τ. π. "AKOYZON, ὦ παῖ" δεῦρ’ ἐγώ σ᾽ ἐστελλόμην 
ὡς δὴ φρενοίην εἰς δορὸς τεχνήματα, 
καὶ τοὐμὸν ὄνομα διὰ σέθεν ζῴη πάλιν 
εὖτ᾽ ἰσχνὸς αἰὼν καὶ μέλη παράορα 
ἕδρας προνωπεῖς πατρὸς ἱδρύσαι δέμας. 
νῦν δ, ὧν πρνηρᾶς καὶ δυσόρνιθος τύχης, 
Αἴδῃ σ᾽ ἄρ᾽ ἦγον δεῦρο συνθοινάτορα, 
ἄτης δυσεκπέρατον εἰς ἀρκύστατον" 
πρὸς ταῦτ᾽ ἐφ᾽ ἵππου, φίλτατ᾽, ὠκίστου βεβὼς 
πατρὸς wa?’ ἧ φυγόντι σωθῆναι πάρα. 
ἴθ᾽, ὅρπε, τέκνον" οὐκ ἐλινύειν ἀκμή. 
T.v. ἢ τοὔνομ᾽ ἴσχων αὐτεπώνυμον σέθεν 


καὶ σοῦ πεφυκὼς εἶτα φεύξομαι, πάτερ ; 
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And shall I fly? O, if you love my mother, 
Dishonour not her honourable name, 
To make a bastard and a slave of me: 
The world will say—He is not Talbot’s blood, 
That basely fled, when noble Talbot stood. 
Tal. Fly, to revenge my death, if I be slain. 
John. He, that flies sq, will ne’er return again. 
Tal. If we both stay, we both are sure to die. 
John. Then let me stay; and, father, do you fly: 
Your loss is great, so your regard should be; 
My worth unknown, no loss is known in me. 
Upon my death the French can little boast; 
In yours they will, in you all hopes are lost. 
Flight cannot stain the honour you have won; 
But mine it will, that no exploit have done: 
You fled for vantage every one will swear; 
But, if I bow, they’li say—it was for fear. 
There is no hope that ever I will stay,° 
If, the first hour, I shrink, and run away. 
Here, on my knee, I beg mortality, 
Rather than life preserv’d with infamy. 
Tal. Shall all thy mother’s hopes lie in one tomb ? 
John. Ay, rather than 11 shame my mother’s womb. 
Tal. Upon my blessing I command thee go. 
John. To fight I will, but not to fly the foe. 
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ἀλλ᾽ εἴ TL μητρὸς τῆς ἐμῆς ὥραν ποιεῖ, 
μὴ τιμίου νιν ἐξατιμάσῃς κλέους, 

ὡς δοῦλον ἄλλως καὶ νόθον μ᾽ ὀνειδίσας" 
βάξις yap ὄσται, Πῶς ὅδ᾽ ἦν ὁ Τολμίδου 
ὅστις μένοντος Τολμίδου φεύγειν ἔτλη ; 

T. π. φεῦγ᾽, ὡς ἐμοὶ θανόντι τιμωρῇς φόνον. 

T.v. ὅ γ᾽ ὧδε φεύγων οὐ μεταστρέψει πόδα. 

T. π. ἀμφοῖν μένουσι κοινὸς εἴμαρται μόρος. 

T.v ἐμὸν τὸ μίμνειν οὖν, σὺ δ᾽ ἂν φεύγοις, πάτερ. 
θανὼν σὺ πλεῖστον σφάλμα, καὶ πλείστης γε σὲ 
προμηθίας Set τἀμὰ δ᾽ ὄντ᾽ ἄδηλ᾽ ἔτι 
λάθοι φθαρέντ᾽ ἄν' τῆς ἐμῆς μοίρας βραχὺ 
ἐχθροῖσι τοὐπίχαρμα, THe δὲ σῆς πολύ, 
θανόντι δ᾽ ἐλπὶς πᾶσα συντέθνηκέ σοι. 

ὃ σοὶ πάρεστι κῦδος οὐ φθείρει φυγή, 

τοὐμὸν δ᾽ ὃς οὐδὲν πώποτ᾽ αἰχμάσας ἔχω. 

σὲ μὲν γὰρ ὥς τι καὶ πλέον προσθῇ φυγεῖν 
πάντες θροήσουσ᾽, ἢν δ᾽ ἐγὼ παρεικάθω. 
πάντερ μ᾽ ὀνειδιοῦσιν ὡς ἥσσω φόβου. 

ἐπεὶ πότ᾽ ἂν μέλλοιμε καρτερεῖν ἔτι, 

εἰ τὴν κατ᾽ ἀρχὴν ἐκλίποιμ᾽ ὀκνῶν κρίσιν; 
δός, πρὸς σὲ γονάτων λίσσομαι, μᾶλλον θανεῖν 

ἢ μὴ καλῶς σωθέντι φέγγος εἰσορᾶν. 

T. π. μητρὸς δ᾽ ἅπασαν ἐλπίδ᾽ εἷς κρύψει τάφος; 

T.v. κρύψει, πρὶν αἰσχῦναί γε μητρῴαν τροφήν. 

T. π. ἴθ᾽, εἴ τε δή σοι πατρόθεν εὖ κλύειν μέλει. 

N 
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Tal. Part of thy father may be saved in thee. 

John. No part of him, but will be shame in me. 

Tal. Thou never hadst renown, nor canst not lose it. 

John. Yes, your renowned name; shall flight abuse it ? 

Tal. Thy father’s charge shall clear thee from the 
stain. 

John. You cannot witness for me, being slain. 


1870.] 
HENRY IV. Parr II, Aor il. So. 1. 


Morrow. NoRTHUMBERLAND. Travers. Lorp ΒΑΒΡΟΙΡΕ. 
Mor. This is the news at full, 
North. For this I shall have time enough to mourn. 

In poison there is physic; and these news, 

Having been well, that would have made me sick, 

Being sick, have in some measure made me well: 

And as the wretch, whose fever-weaken’d joints, 

Like strengthless hinges, buckle under life, 

Impatient of his fit, breaks like a fire 

Out of his keeper’s arms, even so my limbs, 

Weaken’d with grief, being now enraged with grief, 

Are thrice themselves. Hence, therefore, thou nice 

crutch ! 

A scaly gauntlet now with joints of steel 

Must glove this hand: and hence, thou sickly quoif ! 
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ἐν». εἶμ᾽ ὡς ξυνάψων οὐχ ἵν᾽ ἐκλίπω μάχην. 
.%. πατρός τε καὶ σώζοιτ᾽ ἂν ἐν τῷ σῷ κάρᾳ. 
.Ψν, οὐδέν γε, μὴ οὔ μοι πᾶσαν αἰσχύνην φέρον. 


T 
T 
T 
T. a. καὶ mas κλέος φθείροις ἂν οὐ κεκτημένος ; 
T.v. σόν γ᾽ ὄνομα κλεινόν' ἦ σφ᾽ ἀτιμάσω φυγών; 
T. π. τοὔνειδος ἐκφύγοις ἄν, αὐδῶντος πατρός. 

T 


-» was & ἂν θανών μοι τοῦτο paprupois ἔτι; 


1870.] 


M. ἜΣ τόσον μάχην ἀκούσας ἴσθι πάντ᾽ ἔχων λόγον. 

Ν. ταῦτά μοὶ χρόνοφ μεταῦθις ἀρκέσει γοωμένῳ. 
ἐμπέφυκ᾽ ἄκεσμ᾽ ἄρ᾽ ip’ ταῦτα γοῦν τἀγγέλματα 
és νόσημα καταβαλόντ᾽ ἂν εὖ μ᾽ ἔχοντα σώματος 
ἔσθ᾽ ὅπως νοσοῦντ᾽ ἔτρεψεν αὖθις eis εὐεξίαν" 
NOs Tadas Tis, ᾧ λυθέντα κάμπτεται ζόης ὕπο 
ἀσθενῶν δίκην στροφίγγων ἄρθρα, δυσφορῶν νόσῳ 
φύλακος ἐκ χερῶν ἀπήλαθ᾽ ὥσπερ Ἡφαίστου μένος, 
ὧδε τἀσθενῆ πόνῳ πρὶν νῦν πόνῳ μεμηνότα 
τριπτύχῳ μέλη τάδ᾽ αὑτῶν αὔτ᾽ ἀριστεύει Bia. 
ἔῤῥε δ᾽ οὖν βάκτρου τρύφημα' τῇδε νῦν πεπηγμένη 
χαλκέαις πτυχαῖσι χειρὶς δεξίᾳ προσαρκέσει. 


¥7d9e 


éppe δ᾽ ὦ χλεδῶσα μίτρα' πῶς γὰρ ἀγλάϊσμ᾽ ἁβρὸν 
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Thou art a guard too wanton for the head 
Which princes, fiesh’d with conquest, aim to hit. 
Now bind my brows with iron; and approach 
The ragged’st hour that time and spite dare bring 
To frown upon the enraged Northumberland ! 
Let heaven kiss earth! now let not Nature’s hand 
Keep the wild flood confined! let order die! 
And let this world no longer be a stage 
To feed contention in a lingering act; 
But let one spirit of the first-born Cain 
Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set 
On bloody courses, the rude scene may end, 
And darkness be the burier of the dead ! 
Tra. This strained passion doth you wrong, my lord. 
L. Bard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom from your 
honour. 
Mor. The, lives of all your loving complices 
Lean on your health; the which, if you give o’er 
To stormy passion, must perforce decay. 
You cast the event of war, my noble lord, 
And summed the account of chance, before you said 
‘Let us make head.’ It was your presurmise, 
That, in the dole of blows, your son might drop: 
You knew he walk’d o’er perils, on an edge, 
More likely to fall in than to get o’er; 
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Kpata ῥύσασθαι σθένοις ἂν, οὗ στοχάζονται σφαγῇ 
καινίσαντες ἄρτι δοῦρα κοίρανοι νικηφόρῳ ; 
9 \ Ἅ 4 A 2 A A . 
εἶα δὴ χαλκὸν μετώποις τοῖς ἐμοῖς προσάπτετε 
νῦν δὲ δεῦρ᾽ ἔπελθε χειμών, ἐλθὲ συννεφὲς βλέπων, 
[ὦ 3 A lA ‘ e ‘\ UA 
ὅντιν ἂν μάλιστα τραχὺν οὑπιὼν τύχης κότοϑ 
ἴω “a [οἱ 3 ἃ 4 [οὶ / ὺ 
τοῦδε τλῇ μαργῶντος ἀνδρὸς ἐγκατασκῆψαι κάρᾳ 
οὐρανὸς δὲ γῆν κυνείτω, μήδ᾽ ἔθ᾽ ἡ φύσις βίαν 
εἱρξάτω λάβρας θυέλλης, ἐρρέτω δ᾽ εὐκοσμία" 
μηδ᾽ ἔτ᾽ οὖν βροτοῖς ἀγών τις εἶεν οἵδ᾽ ἄνω τόποι, 
οὗπερ αἰανὴς ἁμιλλῶν διαδοχὴ μηκύνεται' 
3 / A a “a ’ 
ἐγκαθήμενον δὲ πᾶσι λῆμα τοῦ πρωτοκτόνου 
πᾶσιν ἐργμάτων γένοιτο θηγάνη μιαιφόνων, 
ἔστε πρὸς τέλος προβάντος ἀγρίου θεάματος 
εἷς μένοι πάγκοινος ὄρφνη τοῖς τεθνηκόσιν τάφος. 
T. ὡς τάδ᾽ ἐντόνως μέμηνας οὐ κατ᾽ ἀξίαν σέθεν. 
Β. ἢ» ἔχεις, φέριστε, τιμῆς, μὴ σχίσῃ: 1 τὸ σωφρονεῖν. 
Μ. ἔσθι σοῦ φίλους ξυνεργοὺς πάντας ἐξαρτωμένους 
ἐν δὲ σῇ ῥώμῃ σθένοντας, ἣ χόλῳ παρειμένη 
' 3 a “A 9 a \ e “A f 
ἐμμανεῖ πῶς ov φθερεῖται ; καὶ γὰρ ἱστορῶν τέλος 
ἴΑρεος, ἐν ψήφῳ δὲ λέξας ἀσκόπους Μοιρῶν τύχα», 
εἶτα δὴ σύ, κοίραν᾽, ἡμῖν εἶπας ἀντιοστατεῖν. 
ἐν δὲ πληγμάτων διανομῇ ταῦτά σοι πέπτωκε παῖς 
πτώματ᾽ οὐκ ἀπροσδόκητά γ᾽ ὅντιν᾽ ἐξηπίστασο 
δυσμενεῖς πατοῦντ᾽ ἀγῶνας, ws ἐπὶ ξυροῦ τύχης, 


1 Ἐβοῖ, A4gam, 609: σχισθέντα δ᾽ οὐκ εὔκρυπτα γίγνεται τάδε, 


N2 
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You were advised his flesh was capable 

Of wounds and scars and that his forward spirit 
Would lift him where most trade of danger ranged : 
Yet did you say ‘Go forth;’ and none of this, 
Though strongly apprehended, could restrain 

The stiff-borne action: what hath then befallen, 
Or what hath this bold enterprise brought forth, 
More than that being which was like to be? 


HENRY 1V. Part II. Avril. So. 1. 


Morton. NortHUMBERLAND. Travers. Lorp ΒΑΈΡΟΓΡΗ. 


Mor. This is the news at full. 

North. For this I shall have time enough to mourn. 
In poison there is physic; and these news, 
Having been well, that would have made me sick, 
Being sick, have in some measure made me well: 
And as the wretch, whose fever-weaken’d joints, 
Like strengthless hinges, buckle under life, 
Impatient of his fit; breaks like a fire 
Out of his keeper’s arms, even so my limbs, 
Weaken’d with grief, being now enraged with grief, 
Are thrice themselves. Hence, therefore, thou nice 

crutch |! 
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ols res ἐμπεσεῖν ἔμελλε ῥᾷον ἢ διεκπερᾶν' 

τὴν δὲ σάρκ᾽ οὐκ ἐκτὸς οὐλῶν τραυμάτων τ’ ἔχοντά νιν, 
κἀκραγέντ᾽ ἂν εὖ κατήδης, καρδίας εὐτολμίᾳ, 
ἄφετον ἔνθ᾽ “Apns ξυνάψας μὴ καπηλεύσοι μάχην. 
ἀλλ᾽’ ὅμως és ὅπλ᾽ ἀφῆκας" οὐ γὰρ οἷά τ᾽ ἦν τάδε 
νοῦν κατειργαθεῖν πρὸς ἔργον ἐμπέδως ἀραρότα, 
οὐδέ περ λίαν πρόδηλα' tle πέφηνεν οὖν τύχη, 

ἢ τί συμβέβηκεν ἐκ τῶνδ᾽ εὐγενῶν τολμημάτων, 


πλὴν ὃ καὶ πάλαι πέπρωται κυριώτατον τέλος ; 


Vim temperatam di quoque provehunt. 


M. OIA τἀκεῖθεν πέπρακται παντελοῦς κρατεῖς λόγου. 
N. ἀλλ᾽ ἐπαρκέσει στένοντι ταῦτα χὠ λοιπὸς χρόνο" 
πολλά TOL τὰ λυγρὰ φάρμακ᾽ ἀνεφάνη σωτήρια, 

κἄμ᾽ ἂν εὐθενοῦντ᾽ ἔθηκεν ἐμπλεᾶ νόσου τάδε 
νῦν δ᾽, ὅτ᾽ οὖν νοσῶ, νόσου πως καὶ τέθεικ᾽ ἐλεύθερον. 
ὡς δ᾽ ὅτον πόνοισι τἄρθρα πυρφόροις τετηκότα, 

9 a ε A ’ A 4 4 
ἀσθενεῖο ὁποῖα Oatpovs, πῆμα συγκάμπτει βίου, 

ε A : 

εἶθ᾽ ὁ παντλήμων ἐφορμῇ δυσφορῶν νοσήματος 
ἐκσυθεὶς, φλὸξ ὥς, ἐρημοὶ φύλακας, ὡσαύτως δέμας 
ἠγριωμένον δυαῖς τόδ᾽, ὥς ποτ᾽ ἠῤῥώστει δυαῖς, 

3. Ἀ “ e A , ἃ ” , 
αὐτὸ νῦν αὑτοῦ πέπαται καὶ τρὶς ἔξοχον σθένος. 
τοιγαροῦν, βάκτρον, σὺ δ᾽ aBpas ep’ ἐκεῖσ᾽, ἤδη 


“πρέπον 
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A scaly gauntlet now with joints of steel 
Must glove this hand: and hence, thou sickly 
quoif | 
Thou art a guard too wanton for the head 
Which princes, flesh’d with conquest, aim to hit. 
Now bind my brows with iron; and approach 
The ragged’st hour that time and spite dare bring 
To frown upon the enraged Northumberland ! 
Let heaven kiss earth! now let not Nature’s hand 
Keep the wild flood confined! let order die! 
And let this world no longer be a stage 
To feed contention in a lingering act; 
But let one spirit of the first-born Cain 
Reign in all bosoms, that, each heart being set 
On bloody courses, the rude scene may end, 
And darkness be the burier of the dead! 
Tra. This strained passion doth you wrong, my lord. 
L. Bard. Sweet earl, divorce not wisdom from your 
honour. 
Mor. The lives of all your loving complices 
Lean on your health; the which, if you give o’er 
To stormy passion, must perforce decay. 
You cast the event of war, my noble lord, 
And summed the account of chance, before you said 
‘Let us make head.’ It was your presurmise, 
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ἁρμόσαι χαλκηλάτοισιν ἐμπεπλεγμένην Kpixors 
δεξίᾳ γειρῖδα τῇδε, καὶ σὺ συννοσοῦσά μοι 
pp’ ὁμοῦ, μίτρα, λίαν τοι μαλθακωτέρα κυρεῖς 
ἢ κάρα τόδε στέγειν ἔθ᾽ οὗ μάχαις τεθηγμένοι 
κοίρανοι νικηφόροισιν ἡδέως τύχοιεν ἄν. 
δεῖτε νῦν κόρσας σιδήρῳ τάσδε, καὶ προσστειχέτω 
ἣν ἀναῤσιωτάτην δὴ σὺν Χρόνῳ τολμᾷ DOovos 
ἠρεθισμένῳ φέρειν μοι συννεφοῦσαν ἡμέραν" 
γῆν μὲν οὐρανὸς κυνείτω νῦν, φύσις δ᾽ ἀπειπάτω 
ποντίαν εἴργουσα μῆνιν, τεθνάτω τ᾽ εὐταξία. 
μήδ᾽ ἔτ᾽ ἐν γαίας πέδῳ τῷδ᾽, ὥσπερ ἐν σκηνῇ τινί, 
Spay’ ἀνήνυτον προθέσθω χρόνιος ἐκτραφεῖσ᾽ ἔρις, 
κοίνοφρον δὲ τοῦ σπαρέντος πρῶτα καὶ πρωτοκτόνου 
πνεῦμ’ ἀνασσέτω προπάντων, πᾶσ᾽ ὅπως ἐπ᾽ ἐξόδοις 
οὐ μάλ᾽ εὐμούσον θέας φρὴν ἐκτελῇ μιαίφονα, 
τοὺς κεκμηκότας δ᾽ ἐπελθὼν ἐν τάφοις κρύπτῃ σκότος. 
T. δέσποτ᾽, οὐκ αἰδεῖ σεαυτὸν ὧδ᾽ ἄγαν Oupovpevos. 
Β. μὴ σύ γ᾽, ὦ φέριστ᾽, ἀπόσπα τοῦ κλέους τὸ 
σωφρονεῖν 
Μ. τὸ σθένειν σ᾽, ἄναξ, ἅπαντες οἱ φίλοι σννέργαται 
τοῦ βίον βάκτρευμ᾽ ἔχουσι, τοῦτο δ᾽, ἢν δυσχειμέροις 
ἐνδιδῷς σ᾽ ὀργῆς θυέλλαις, πρὸς βίαν διαφθερεῖς. 
οἷσθ᾽ ἀριθμήσας “Apn που, δέσποτ᾽, ἐκβήσοιθ᾽ ὅποι 
καὶ τύχης συνθεὶς λογισμὸν κεῖνο πρὶν θρασυστομεῖν 


᾿Αντιτείνωμεν, τὸ τέκνον δ᾽ εἴ ποτ’ ἐν πληγῶν νομῇ 
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That, in the dole of blows, your son might drop: 
You knew he walk’d o’er perils, on an edge, 
More likely to fall in than to get o’er; 

You were advised his flesh was capable 

Of wounds and scars and that his forward spirit 
Would lift him where most trade of danger ranged : 
Yet did you say ‘Go forth;’ and none of this, 
Though strongly apprehended, could restrain 

The stiff-borne action: what hath then befallen, 
Or what hath this bold enterprise brought forth, 
More than that being which was like to be? 


| 1871.] 
KING HENRY IV. Pant ¥. Aor. ἃ. So. 2. 


Kine Henry Appresses His Son. 


Gop pardon thee. Yet let me wonder, Harry, 
At thy affections, which do hold a wing 
Quite from the flight of all thy ancestors. 
Thy place in council thou hast rudely lost, 
Which by thy younger brother is supplied, 
And art almost an alien to the hearts 

Of all the court and princes of my blood: 
The hope and expectation of thy time 

Is ruin’d, and the soul of every man 
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θανάσιμον λάχοι πέσημα καὶ πρὶν ἣν ἐνθύμιον" 

ἐν δὲ κινδύνοις ἐδήλου Bas ἐπὶ ξυροῦ τύχης, 

οὐδ᾽ ὑπερθορούμενος φῶς μᾶλλον ἢ πεσούμενος" 
οὐδὲ μὴν ἐλάνθανέν σε σῶμ᾽ ἔχων ἀνθρώπενον 
τραύμασίν τ᾽ οὐλαῖσί τ' ἔνοχον, κοῦ καπηλεύσων Αρη 
οἷον ὄνθ᾽ οἵα σφ᾽ ἐπῆρε καρδίας προθυμία. 

εἶτα προὐφώμησας ᾿Ἐξελθ,᾽ οὐδ᾽ ἄγαν quvels ὅμως 
ταῦθ᾽ ἅπαντ᾽ ἴσχειν ἐπειρῶ πρῶγμα φερόμενον βίᾳ. 
ποῖον αὖν τόδ᾽ ἐκβέβηκε; ποῖᾳ τετοκέναι λέγεις 
ὧδ᾽ ὑπέρτολμον τόδ᾽ ἔργον, πλὴν ὅσ᾽ ἐκπέφηνεν ὃν 
τοῦθ᾽ ὅπερ μέλλον γ᾽ ἔσεσθαι καὐτὸς ἐξήδεις τὸ πρίν ; 


1571. 


Hewnnievus Rex FILium aLLoquitor, 


ABEOY φέροιφ ξύγγνοιαν' ἀλλά μοι πάρες 

, φρονημάτων σῶν θαυμάσαι σ᾽, οἵαν ἔχεις 
πτῆσιν γονεῦσιν οὐδαμῶς ὁμόπτερος. 

σὺ γὰρ δι’ ὕβριν ἐκπεσὼν βουλῆς ἕδραν 
νεωτέρῳ παρῆκας ἵξεσθαι κάσει" 

καὶ δὴ σχεδόν τι καρδιῶν ἀπωστὸς εἶ 
στόλου πρόπαντος καὶ πρόμων ὁμαιμόνων. 
ἤβης τε τῆς ons δόξα πᾶσ᾽ ἐλπίς θ᾽ ἅμα 
φρούδη' βροτῶν δὲ θυμὸς οὔτις ἔσθ᾽ ὃς οὐ 
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Prophetically doth forethink thy fall. 

Had I so lavish of my presence been, 

So common-hackney’d in the eyes of men, 

So stale and cheap to vulgar company, 

Opinion, that did help me to the crown, 

Had still kept loyal to possession, 

And left me in reputeless banishment, 

A fellow of no mark nor likelihood. 

By being seldom seen, I could not stir 

But like a comet I was wonder’d at; 

That men would tel] their children, ‘This is he;’ 
Others would say, ‘Where, which is Bolingbroke ?’ 
And then I stole all courtesy from heaven, 

And dress’d myself in such humility, 

That I did pluck allegiance from men’s hearts, 
Loud shouts and salutations from their mouths, : 


Even in the presence of the crowned king. 
Thus did I keep my person fresh and new; 
My presence, like a robe pontifical, 

Ne’er seen but wonder’d at: and so my state, 
Seldom but sumptuous, showed like a feast 
And won by rareness such solemnity. 


The skipping king, he ambled up and down 
With shallow jesters and rash bavin wits, 

Soon kindled and soon burnt; carded his state, 
Mingled his royalty with capering fools, 
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τὴν σὴν φθορὰν πρόμαντις ἐκλογίξεται. 

εἰ δ᾽ ὧδ᾽ ἀφειδὴς τῆς ἐμῆς παρουσίας 

ἔτλην βάναυσον ἐμφανῶς ἄγειν βίον, 

ξὺν τοῖς τυχοῦσι φορτικὸς φαῦλος ξυνὼν, 

4% μοι ξυνεργασθεῖσα τοῦ κτᾶσθαι θρόνους 

ἤκαλλ᾽ ἂν ἀεὶ δόξα τὸν κεκτημένον, 

χθονὸς δ᾽ ἄπουρόν μ᾽’ ἐξαπῶσ᾽ ἂν ἀκλεῆ, 

κάθαρμ᾽ ἄτιμον ἐξ ἴσου τῷ μηδενί. 

σπανίῳ δ᾽ ἐμοὶ φανέντι γ᾽ οὐ κινεῖν πόδ᾽ ἣν 

μὴ ov Cady’ ἄγοντι, παμφαοῦς ἄστρου δίκην' 

χὠ μὲν τέκνοις μ᾽ ἔδειξ᾽, “ἰδοὺ, κεῖνος," λέγων" 

ὁ δ᾽ ἤρετ᾽ αὖ τις, “ποῦ ᾽στι; τίς τούτων πέλει; 
καὶ πάντα θεόθεν ἁρπάσας μειλίγματα 

γλώσσης, ταπεινούς τ᾽ ἠμφιεσμένος τρόπους, 

εὗρον βροτείων καρδιῶν πειθαρχίαν; 

βοάς τε λαμπρὰς κεὐπροσηγόρους λόγου», 

καὶ ταῦτα τῷ κρατοῦντι συντυχὼν ὅμως. 

ὧδ᾽ οὖμ ἔσωσα νεαρὸν ἀκμαῖον δέμα», 

καὶ σχήματος παρεῖχον, ὡς ἱρᾶς στολῆς, 

θέαμ᾽ ἀεὶ θαυμαστόν" wor’ ἐμὴν χλιδὴν, 

σπανίαν μὲν εὔκοσμον δὲ, Sail’ ὅπως, πρέπειν, 

καὶ σεμνότητα προσλαβεῖν σπάνεως ὕπο. 

ὁ δ᾽ αὖ diroyopos ξυμμιγεὶς κούφοις ἄναξ 

μίμοις ἐφοίτα καϊόλοις λαλήμασιν, 

ὧν πῦρ τάχ᾽ ἁφθὲν, φρύγαν᾽ ὧς, τάχ᾽ ἔφθιυτο" 


τιθεὶς δ᾽ ἄκοσμον σχῆμα THs τυραννίδος 
ο 
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Had his great name profaned with their scorns ; 
And gave his countenance, against his name, 
To laugh at gibing boys, and stand the push 
Of every beardless vain comparative ; 

Grew a companion to the common streets, 
Enfeoff’d himself to popularity; - 

That, being daily swallow’d by men’s eyes, 
They surfeited with honey and began 

To loathe the taste of sweetness, whereof a little 
More than a little is by much too much. 

So when he had occasion to be seen, 

He was but as the cuckoo is in June, 

Heard, not regarded ; seen, but with such eyes 
_As, sick and blunted with community, 

Afford no extraordinary gaze, 

Such as is bent on sun-like majesty 

When it shines seldom in admiring eyes; 

But rather drowsed and hung their eyelids down, 
Slept in his face, and render’d such aspect 

As cloudy men use to their adversaries, 

Being with his presence glutted, gorged and full. 
And in that very line, Harry, standest thou; 
For thou hast lost thy princely privilege 

With vile participation: not an eye 

But is a-weary of thy common sight, 
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βροτῶν ἔφυρεν ἀφρόνων βακχεύμασιν, 
ὕβρει τὸ σεμνὸν ὄνομα προυσέλούμενος᾽ 
τὸ δ᾽ ὄμμα παισὶ κερτόμοις ἐπογγελᾶν 
παρεῖχε, δόξης ἐς βλάβην, ὠθούμενος, 
ἀγένειος εἴ τις ἐξισούμενος τρυφᾷ" 

καὶ τοῖς Kat ἄστυ κοινὸς ἐν κοινοῖς γεγὼς 
ἐξημπόλητο πανδόκοις ἀδπάσμασιν' 

ἐξ οὗ κατ᾽ ἦμαρ was τις ὄμμαθ᾽ ἑστιῶν 
κόρῳ μελίσσης, εἶτα τῆς πρὶν ἡδονῆς 

τὸ γεῦμ᾽ ἀπέστυγησεν, ἧς σμικροῦ μέρους 
σμικρῷ περισσὸν γίγνεται πολλῷ λίαν. 
ἀνθ᾽ ὧν ἐς ὄψιν δημοτῶν καὶ καίριον 
μολόντα, κόκκυγ' ὥσπερ ἐν μέσῳ θέρει, 
κλύοντες οὐκ ἤκουον" ἔβλεπον δέ νιν 
κοινωνίᾳ νοσοῦντες ἀμβλωπῷ, τὸ μὴ 
ἐπέχειν περισσὰς ὄψεως ἐπιστροφὰς, 
ὁποῖά τις τύραννον, ὥς τιν᾽ ἥλιον, 
χρόνιον φανέντα θαυμάσας προσέδρακεν. 
οἱ δ᾽ οὖν κατηφήσαντες ὑπγωδεῖς κόρας 
ἔναντα δὴ κάθηυδον, ὀμμάτων βολὰς 
tévres, ὥς τις στυγνὸς ἐχθροῖσι ξυνὼν 
μεστὸς παρόντων κἄκπλεως θοινώμενος. 
ὡς ταῦτα πάσχων ἴσθι καὶ σὺ δὴ, τέκνον" 
τυραννικὸν γὰρ ὥλεσας γέρας κακῇ 
ὁμιλίᾳ ξύνοικος" ὀφθαλμὸς γὰρ οὖν 


οὐκ ἔσθ᾽ ὃς οὐ σὸν κοινὸν ὄμμ᾽ ἀλγύνεταιυ, 
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Save mine, which hath desired to see thee more; 
Which now doth that I would not have it do, 
Make blind itself with foolish tenderness. 


1871.] PORSON PRIZE. 207 
πλὴν τοῦδ᾽, bs ἵμερον μὲν ἐς πλέον σ᾽ ἰδεῖν 
mol elye’ νῦν δὲ δρῶν ἃ δρᾶν οὐ βούλομαι 


κυρεῖ δι’ οἴκτου νηπίου τυφλούμενος. 
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